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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH 


SamMvEL RurHERFORD is believed to have been born at 
Nisbet in Roxburghshire in the year 1600. He went 
to school at Jedburgh, and afterwards studied at Edin- 
burgh, where he took the degree of Master of Arts in 
1621. He became minister of the parish of Anwoth 
in Kirkcudbrightshire in 1627. He was so diligent in 
seeking the welfare of his flock that it came to be said, 
“He is always praying, always preaching, always visiting 
the sick, always catechising, always writing and study- 
ing.” He soon incurred the displeasure of those in 
authority in the troublous times of Charles the First, 
and he was banished to Aberdeen in 1636. There he 
was free to move about among the people, but not to 
preach. Much of his time was employed in writing 
letters, and happily a large number of these have been 
preserved. In 1638 he was permitted to return to his 
ministry at Anwoth. But in the following year he 
was appointed a Professor at St. Andrews and Prin- 
cipal of the New College there. From that time he 
exercised a very important influence over the Church 
in Scotland. In 1643 he was sent up to the West- 
minster Assembly as one of the Commissioners of the 
Church of Scotland, and he continued to attend its 
meetings for four years. In the library of the Uni- 
versity of Edinburgh there is a sketch of a Shorter 
Catechism in his Raneerriin, resembling the present 
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Shorter Catechism, and it has been supposed that he 
must have had a large share in drawing up that work as 
it now stands. He became the author of many works, 
chiefly theological, but he continued frequently to 
engage in preaching. An English merchant, who 
visited St. Andrews, says, “I came to Irvine, and 
heard a well-favoured, proper old man (David Dickson), 
with a long beard, and that man showed me all my 
heart. Then I went to St. Andrews, where I heard a 
sweet, majestic-looking man (R. Blair), and he showed 
me the majesty of God. After him I heard a little 
fair man (Rutherford), and he showed me the loveli- 
ness of Christ.” 

After the Restoration he came again into disfavour. 
One of his books was burnt by the hangman in 1661, 
and he was deprived of his offices, and summoned to 
appear before the Parliament at Edinburgh on a charge 
of high treason. By that time, however, his life’s 
work was done. He lay on his deathbed, and replied 
that he had already got a summons to a higher 
tribunal, and said he: “I behove to answer my first 
summons; and ere your day arrive, I will be where 
few kings and great folks come.” 

Many of his last sayings were echoes of his letters, 
and have been beautifully worked up by Mrs, Cousin 
into her hymn, which is appended to the present 
volume, such as: “O for a well-tuned harp!” “TI 
disclaim all: the port I would be in at is redemption 
and forgiveness of sin through His blood.” “Glory, 
glory dwelleth in Immanuel’s land.” When Parlia- 
ment voted that he should not die in the college, 
Lord. Burleigh rose and said, “Ye cannot vote him 
out of heaven.” 
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To ALEXANDER Gorpon of Earlston. 
(ATS FEELINGS UPON LEAVING ANWOTH.) 


Mucn Honovursp S1r,—I find small hopes of Q.’s 
business.! I intend, after the council-day, to go on 
to Aberdeen. The Lord is with me: I care not what 
man can do. I burden no man, and I want nothing. 
No king is better provided than I am. Sweet, 
sweet, and easy is the cross of my Lord. All men I 
look in the face (of whatsoever denomination, nobles 
and poor, acquaintance and strangers) are friendly to 
me. My Well-beloved is some kinder and more 
warmly than ordinary, and cometh and visiteth my 
soul. My chains are overgilded with gold. Only the 
remembrance of my fair days with Christ in Anwoth, 
and of my dear flock (whose case is my heart’s sorrow), 
is vinegar to my sugared wine. Yet both sweet and 
sour feed my soul. No pen, no words, no ingine can 
express to you the loveliness of my only, only Lord 
Jesus. Thus, in haste, making for my palace at 
Aberdeen, I bless you, your wife, your eldest son, and 
other children. Grace, grace be with you. 


Yours in his only, only Lord Jesus, SR. 
EDINBURGH, Sept. 5, 1636. 
1 Probably ‘‘ Queensberry.” 
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To Rosert Gorpon of Knockbrex, on his way to 
Aberdeen. 
(HOW UPHELD ON THE WAY.) 

My Dearest Broturer,—I see Christ thinketh 
shame (if I may speak so) to be in such a poor man’s 
common as mine. I burden no man; I want nothing ; 
no face hath gloomed upon me since I left you. God’s 
sun and fair weather conveyeth me to my time-paradise 
in Aberdeen. | Christ hath so handsomely fitted for 
my shoulders this rough tree of the cross, as that it. 
hurteth me no ways. | My treasure is up in Christ’s 
coffers ; my comforts are greater than ye can believe ; 
my pen shall lie for penury of words to write of them. 
God knoweth I am filled with the joy of the Holy 
Ghost. Only my memory of you, my dearest in the 
Lord, my flock and others, keepeth me under, and 
from being exalted above measure. Christ’s sweet 
sauce hath this sour mixed with it; but O such a 
sweet and pleasant taste! I find small hopes of Q.’s 
matter. Thus in haste. Remember me to your wife, 
and to William Gordon. Grace be with you. 

Yours in his only, only Lord Jesus, 8. RB. 

EDINBURGH, Sept. 5, 1636. 


To Rosert Gorpon of Knockbrex, after arriving at 
Aberdeen. 

(CHALLENGES OF CONSCIENCE—EASE IN ZION.) 

Dear Brotuer,—Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you. I am, by God’s mercy, come now to Aberdeen, 
the place of my confinement, and settled in an honest 
man’s house. I find the town’s-men cold, general, 
and dry in their kindness; yet I find a lodging in 
the heart of many strangers. My challenges are 
revived again, and I find old sores bleeding of new; 
dangerous and painful is an under-cotted ! conscience ; 

1 Festered under the skin, 
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yet I have an eye to the blood that is physic for such 
sores. But, verily, I see Christianity is conceived to 
be more easy and lighter than it is; so that I some- 
times think I never knew anything but the letters of 
that name; for our nature contenteth itself with little 
in godliness. Our “Lord, Lord,” seemeth to us ten 
‘“‘Lord-Lords.” Little holiness in our balance is much, 
because it is our own holiness; and we love to lay 
small burdens upon our soft natures, and to make a 
fair court- way to heaven. And I know it were 
necessary to take more pains than we do, and not to 
make heaven a city more easily taken than God hath 
made it. I persuade myself that many runners shall 
come short, and get a disappointment. Oh! how easy 
is it to deceive ourselves, and to sleep, and wish that 
heaven may fall down in our laps! Yet for all my 
Lord’s glooms, I find Him sweet, gracious, loving, 
kind ; and/I want both pen and words to set forth 
the fairness, beauty, and sweetness of Christ’s love, 
and the honour of this cross of Christ, which is 
glorious to me, though the world thinketh shame 
thereof. I verily think that the cross of Christ would 
blush and think shame of these thin-skinned worldlings, 
who are so married to their credit that they are 
ashamed of the sufferings of Christ. O the honour 
to be scourged and stoned with Christ, and to go 
through a furious - faced death to life eternal! But 
men would have law-burrows against Christ’s cross. ) 

Now, my dear brother, forget not the prisoner of 
Christ, for I see very few here who kindly fear God. 
Grace be with you. Let my love in Christ and 
hearty affection be remembered to your kind wife, to 
your brother John, and to all friends. The Lord 
Jesus be with your spirit. 

Yours in his only, only Lord Jesus, Ss. RB, 
ABERDEEN, Sept. 20, 1636, 


EP 
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To Earuston, Lider. 


CHRIST'S LIBERALITY—HIS OWN MISAPPREHEN- 
SIONS OF CHRIST.) 


Mucn Honovurep Srr,—Grace, mercy, and peace 
be to you. I long to see you in paper, and to be 
refreshed by you. I cannot but desire you, and 
charge you to help me to praise Him who feedeth a 
poor prisoner with the fatness of His house. O how 
weighty is His love! O but there is much telling in 
Christ’s kindness! The Amen, the Faithful and 
True Witness, hath paid me my hundredfold, well 
told, and one to the hundred. I complained of Him, 
but He is owing me nothing now. Sir, I charge you 
to help me to praise His goodness, and to proclaim to 
others my Bridegroom’s kindness, whose love is better 
than wine. I took up an action against Christ, and 
brought a plea against His love, and libelled unkind- 
ness against Christ my Lord, and I said, “This is my 
death ; He hath forgotten me.” But my meek Lord 
held His peace, and beheld me, and would not contend 
for the last word of flyting. And now He hath chided 
Himself friends with me. And nowI see He must 
be God, and I must be flesh. I pass from my 
summons; I acknowledge He might have given me 
my fill of it, and never troubled Himself. But now 
He hath taken away the mask ; I have been comforted ; 
He could not smother His love any longer to a prisoner 
and a stranger. God grant that I may never buy a 
plea against Christ again, but may keep good quarters 
with Him. Iwant here no kindness,! no love-tokens ; 
but O wise is His love! for, notwithstanding of this 
hot summer-blink, I am kept low with the grief of my 
silence. For His word is in me as a fire in my bowels; 
and I see the Lord’s vineyard laid waste, and the 

1T have no want of, 
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heathen entered into the sanctuary: and my belly is 
pained, and my soul in heaviness, because the Lord’s 
people are gone into captivity, and because of the fury 
of the Lord, and that wind (but neither to fan nor 
purge) which is coming upon apostate Scotland. Also 
I am kept awake with the late wrong done to my 
brother; but I trust you will counsel and comfort 
him. Yet, in this mist, I see and believe the Lord 
will heal this halting kirk, “and will lay her stones 
with fair colours, and her foundations with sapphires, 
and will make her windows of agates, and her gates 
carbuncles” (Isa, liv. 11,12). “And for brass He 
will bring gold.” He hath created the smith that 
formed the sword: no weapon in war shall prosper 
against us. Let us be glad and rejoice in the Lord, 
for His salvation is near to come. Remember me to 
your wife and your son John. And I entreat you to 
write tome. Grace, grace be with you. 


Yours in his only, only Lord Jesus, S. R. 
ABERDEEN, Dec. 30, 1636. 


To Joun Kennepy, Bailiffe (t.e. Bailie) of Ayr. 

(LONGING AFTER CLEARER VIEWS OF CHRIST— 
HIS LONG-SUFFERING—TRYING  CIRCUM- 
STANCES.) 


WortHy anp Dzrar BroraEer,—Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you. I long to see you in this northern 
world on paper; I know it is not forgetfulness that ye 
write not. I am every way in good case, both in soul 
and body; all honour and glory be to my Lord. I 
want nothing but a further revelation of the beauty of 
the unknown Son of God. Either I know not what 
Christianity is, or we have stinted a measure of so 
many ounce weights, and no more, upon holiness; 
and there we are at a stand, drawing our breath all 
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our life. A moderation in God’s way is now much in 
request. I profess that I have never taken pains to 


. find out Him whom my ‘soul loveth; there is a gate 


yet of finding out Christ that I have never lighted 
upon. Oh, if I could find it out! Alas, how soon 
are we pleased with our own shadow ina glass! It were 
good to be beginning in sad earnest to find out God, 
and to seek the right tread of Christ. Time, custom, 
and a good opinion of ourselves, our good meaning, 
and our lazy desires, our fair shows, and the world’s 
glistering lustres, and these broad passments! and 
buskings of religion, that bear bulk in the kirk, is 
that wherewith most satisfy themselves. But a bed 
watered with tears, a throat dry with praying, eyes as 
a fountain of tears for the sins of the land, are rare to 
be found among us. Oh if we could know the power 
of godliness ! 

This is one part of my case; and another is, that I, 
like a fool, once summoned Christ for unkindness, 
and complained of His fickleness and inconstancy, 
because He would have no more of my service nor 
preaching, and had casten me out of the inheritance 
of the Lord. And now I confess that this was but a 
bought plea, and I was a fool. Yet He hath borne 
with me. I gave Him a fair advantage against me, 
but love and mercy would not let Him take it; and 
the truth is, now He hath chided Himself friends 
with me, and hath taken away the mask, and hath 
renewed His wonted favour in such a manner that He 
hath paid me my hundredfold in this life, and one to 
the hundred. This prison is my banqueting-house ; I 
am handled as softly and delicately as a dawted child. 
I am nothing behind (I see) with Christ; He can, in 
a month, make up a year’s losses. And I write this 
to you, that I may entreat, nay, adjure and charge 

1 Strips of lace sewed on dress by way of ornament, 
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you, by the love of our Well- beloved, to help me to 
praise ; and to tell all your Christian acquaintance to 
help me, for I am as deeply drowned in His debt as 
any dyvour! can be. And yet in this fair sun-blink I 
have something to keep me from startling, or being 
exalted above measure; His word is as fire shut up 
in my bowels, and I am weary with forbearing. The 
ministers in this town are saying that they will have 
my prison changed into less bounds, because they see 
God with me. My mother hath borne me a man of 
contention, one that striveth with the whole earth. 
The late wrongs and oppressions done to my brother 
keep my sails low; yet I defy crosses to embark me in 
such a plea against Christ as I was troubled with of 
late. I hope to over-hope and over-believe my troubles. 
I have cause now to trust Christ’s promise more than 
His gloom. 

Remember my hearty affection to your wife. My 
soul is grieved for the success of our brethren’s 
journey to New England; but God hath somewhat to 
reveal that we see not. Grace be with you. Pray 
for the prisoner. 


Yours in his only Lord Jesus, 8. BR. 
ABERDEEN, Jan. 1, 1637. 


To Mr. Joun Meine (Jun.). 


(EXPERIENCE—PATIENT WAITING— 
SANCTIFICATION.) 


Wortuy AND Dear BrotHer,—Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you. I have been too long in answering 
your letter, but other business took me up. I am 
here waiting, if the fair wind will turn upon Christ’s 
sails in Scotland, and if deliverance be breaking 
out to this over-clouded and benighted kirk. O that 

1 Debtor. 
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we could contend, by prayers and supplications, with 
our Lord for that effect! I know that He hath not 
given out His last doom against this land. I have 
little of Christ, in this prison, but groanings, and 
longings, and desires. All my stock of Christ is 
some hunger for Him, and yet I cannot say but I am 
rich in that. My faith, and hope, and holy practice 
of new obedience, are scarce worth the speaking of. 
But blessed be my Lord, who taketh me, light, and 
clipped, and naughty, and feckless as I am. I see 
that Christ will not prig with me, nor stand upon 
stepping-stones ; but cometh in at the broadside with- 
out ceremonies, or making it nice, to make a poor, 
ransomed one His own. O that I could feed upon 
His breathing, and kissing, and embracing, and upon 
the hopes of my meeting and His! when love-letters 
shall not go betwixt us, but He will be messenger 
Himself! But there is required patience on our part, 
till the summer-fruit in heaven be ripe for us. It is 
in the bud; but there be many things to do 
before our harvest come. And we take ill with it, 
and can hardly endure to set our paper-face to one of 
Christ’s storms, and to go to heaven with wet feet, 
and pain, and sorrow. We love to carry a heaven to 
heaven with us, and would have two summers in one 
year, and no less than two heavens. But this will 
not do for us: one (and such a one!) may suffice us 
well enough. The man, Christ, got but one only, 
and shall we have two? 

Remember my love in Christ to your father; and 
help me with your prayers. If ye would be a deep 
divine, I recommend to you sanctification. Fear Him, 
and He will reveal His covenant to you. Grace be 
with you. 

Yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, 8. R, 

ABERDEEN, Jan, 5, 1687, 
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To Joun Gorvon of Cardoness, Elder. 


(WIN CHRIST AT ALL HAZARDS—CHRIST'S BEAUTY 
—A WORD TO CHILDREN.) 


Mucus Honoured Sir,—Grace, mercy, and peace be 
to you. I have longed to hear from you, and to know 
the estate of your soul, and the estate of that people 
with you. . 

I beseech you, Sir, by the salvation of your precious 
soul, and the mercies of God, to make good and sure 
work of your salvation, and try upon what ground- 
stone ye have builded. Worthy and dear Sir, if ye 
be upon sinking sand, a storm of death, and a blast, 
will lose Christ and you, and wash you close off the 
rock. Oh, for the Lord’s sake, look narrowly to the 
work ! 

Read over your life, with the light of God’s day- 
light and sun; for salvation is not casten down at 
every man’s door. It is good to look to your compass, 
and all ye have need of, ere you take shipping ; for 
no wind can blow you back again. Remember, when 
the race is ended, and the play either won or lost, and 
ye are in the utmost circle and border of time, and 
shall put your foot within the march of eternity, and 
all your good things of this short night-dream shall 
seem to you like the ashes of a bleeze of thorns or 
straw, and your poor soul shall be crying, “ Lodging, 
lodging, for God’s sake !” then shall your soul be more 
glad at one of your Lord’s lovely and homely smiles, 
than -if ye had the charters of three worlds for all 
eternity. Let pleasures and gain, will and desires of 
this world, be put over into God’s hands, as arrested 
and fenced goods that ye cannot intromit with. Now, 
when ye are drinking the grounds of your cup, and 
ye are upon the utmost end of the last link of time, 
and old age, like death’s long shadow, is casting a 
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covering upon your days, it is no time to court this 
vain life, and to set love and heart upon it. It is 
near after-supper ; seek ‘rest and ease for your soul in 
God through Christ. 

Believe me, that I find it to be hard wrestling to 
play fair with Christ, and to keep good quarters with 
Him, and to love Him in integrity and life, and to 
keep a constant course of sound and solid daily 
communion with Christ. Temptations are daily 
breaking the thread of that course, and it is not easy 
to cast a knot again ; and many knots make evil work. 
Oh, how fair have many ships been plying before the 
wind, that, in an hour’s space, have been lying in 
the sea-bottom! How many professors cast a golden 
lustre, as if they were pure gold, and yet are, under 
that skin and cover, but base and reprobate metal ! 
And how many keep breath in their race many miles, 
and yet come short of the prize and the garland! 
Dear Sir, my soul would mourn in secret for you, if I 
knew your case with God to be but false work. Love 
to have you anchored upon Christ maketh me fear 
your tottering and slips. False under- water, not 
seen in the ground of an enlightened conscience, is 
dangerous; so is often falling, and sinning against 
light. Know this, that those who never had sick 
nights or days in conscience for sin, cannot have but 
such a peace with God as will undercoat and break 
the flesh again, and end in a sad war at death. Oh, 
how fearfully are thousands beguiled with false hide, 
grown over old sins, as if the soul were cured and 
healed ! 

Dear Sir, I always saw nature mighty, lofty, heady, 
and strong in you; and that it was more for you to 
be mortified and dead to the world, than for another 
common man. Ye will take a low ebb, and a deep 
cut, and a long lance, to go to the bottom of your 
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wounds in saving humiliation, to make you a won 
prey for Christ. Be humbled; walk softly. Down, 
down, for God’s sake, my dear and worthy brother, 
with your topsail. Stoop, stoop! it is a low entry to 
go in at heaven’s gate. There is infinite justice in the 
party ye have to do with; it is His nature not to 
acquit the guilty and the sinner. The law of God 
will not want one farthing of the sinner. God for- 
getteth not both the cautioner and the sinner; and 
every man must pay, either. in his own person (oh, 
Lord save you from that payment !), or in his cautioner, 
Christ. It is violence to corrupt nature for a man to 
be holy, to lie down under Christ’s feet, to quit will, 
pleasure, worldly love, earthly hope, and an itching 
of heart after this farded and over-gilded world, and 
to be content that Christ trample upon all. Come in, 
come in to Christ, and see what ye want, and find it 
in Him. He is the short cut (as we used to say), and 
the nearest way to an outgate of all your burdens. I 
dare avouch that ye shall be dearly welcome to Him; 
my soul would be glad to take part of the joy ye 
should have in Him. I dare say that angels’ pens, 
angels’ tongues, nay, as many worlds of angels as there 
- are drops of water in all the seas, and fountains, and 
rivers of the earth, cannot paint Him out to you. 
I think His sweetness, since I was a prisoner, hath 
swelled upon me to the greatness of two heavens. 
Oh for a soul as wide as the utmost circle of the 
highest heaven that containeth all, to contain His 
love! And yet I could hold little of it. O world’s 
wonder! Oh, if my soul might but lie within the 
smell of His love, suppose I could get no more but 
the smell of it! Oh, but it is long to that day when 
I shall have a free world of Christ’s love! Oh, what 
a sight to be up in heaven, in that fair orchard of the 
new paradise ; and to see, and smell, and touch, and 
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kiss that fair field-flower, that ever-green Tree of life! 
His bare shadow were enough for me; a sight of Him 
would be the earnest of heaven tome. Fy, fy upon 
us! that we have love lying rusting beside us, or, 
which is worse, wasting upon some loathsome objects, 
and that Christ should lie His lone. Wo, wo is me! 
that sin hath made so many madmen, seeking the 
fool’s paradise, fire under ice, and some good and 
desirable things, without and apart from Christ. 
Christ, Christ, nothing but Christ, can cool our love’s 
burning languor. O thirsty love! wilt thou set 
Christ, the well of life, to thy head, and drink thy 
fill? Drink, and spare not; drink love, and be 
drunken with Christ! Nay, alas! the distance be- 
twixt us and Christ is a death. Oh, if we were 
clasped in other’s arms! We should never twin 
again, except heaven twinned and sundered us; and 
that cannot be. 

I desire your children to seek this Lord. Desire 
them from me, to be requested, for Christ’s sake, to 
be blessed and happy, and to come and take Christ, and 
all things with Him. Let them beware of glassy and 
slippery youth, of foolish young notions, of worldly 
lusts, of deceivable gain, of wicked company, of curs- 
ing, lying, blaspheming, and foolish talking. Let them 
be filled with the Spirit; acquaint themselves with 
daily praying; and with the storehouse of wisdom 
and comfort, the good Word of God. Help the 
souls of the poor people. O that my Lord would 
bring me again among them, that I might tell 
unco and great tales of Christ to them! Receive 
not a stranger to preach any other doctrine to 
them. ; 

Pray for me, His prisoner of hope. I pray for you 
without ceasing. I write my blessing, earnest prayers, 
the love of God, and the sweet presence of Christ to 
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you, and yours, and them. Grace, grace, grace be 
with you. 


Your lawful and loving pastor, S. R, 
ABERDEEN, 1637, 


To Jean Brown. 
(THE JOYS OF THIS LIFE EMBITTERED BY SIN— 


HEAVEN AN OBJECT OF DESIRE—TRIAL A 
BLESSED THING.) 


Misrress,—Grace, mercy, and peace be unto you. 
I long to hear how your soul prospereth. I earnestly 
desire your on-going toward your country. I know 
that ye see your day melteth away by little and 
little, and that in a short time ye shall be put beyond 
time’s bounds; for life is a post that standeth not 
still, and our joys here are born weeping, rather than 
laughing, and they die weeping. Sin, sin, this body 
of sin and corruption, embittereth and poisoneth all 
our enjoyments. O that I were where I shall sin no 
more! O to be freed of these chains and iron fetters, 
which we carry about with us! Lord, loose the sad 
prisoners! Who of the children of God have not 
cause to say, that they have their fill of this vain life? 
and, like a full and sick stomach, to wish at mid- 
supper that the supper were ended, and the table 
drawn, that the sick man might win to bed, and 
enjoy rest? We have cause to tire at mid-supper of 
the best messes that this world can dress up for us ; 
and to ery to God, that He would remove the table 
and put the sin-sick souls to rest with Himself. O for 
a long play-day with Christ, and our long-lasting 
vacance of rest! Glad may their souls be that are 
safe over the frith, Christ having paid the fraught. 
Happy are they who have passed their hard and 
wearisome time of apprenticeship, and are now freemen 
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and citizens in that joyful, high city, the New 
Jerusalem. 

Alas! that we should be glad of and rejoice in our 
fetters, and our prison-house, and this dear inn, a life 
of sin, where we are absent from our Lord, and so far 
from our home. O that we could get bonds and law- 
suretyship of our love, that it fasten not itself on 
these clay-dreams, these clay-shadows, and worldly 
vanities! We might be oftener seeing what they are 
doing in heaven, and our hearts more frequently upon 
our sweet treasure above. We smell of the smoke 
of this lower house of the earth, because our hearts 
and our thoughts are here. If we could haunt up 
with God, we should smell of heaven and of our 
country above; and we should look like our country, 
and like strangers, or people not born or brought up 
hereaway. Our crosses would not bite! upon us if 
we were heavenly-minded. I know of no obligation 
which the saints have to this world, seeing we fare 
but upon the smoke of it; and, if there be any smoke 
in the house, it bloweth upon our eyes. All our part 
of the table is scarce worth a drink of water; and 
when we are stricken, we dare not weep, but steal our 
grief away betwixt our Lord and us, and content 
ourselves with stolen sorrow behind backs. God be 
thanked that we have many things that so stroke us 
against the hair that we may pray, “God keep our 
better home, God bless our Father’s house ; and not 
this smoke, that bloweth us to seek our best lodging.” 
I am sure that this is the best fruit of the cross, when 
we, from the hard fare of the dear inn, cry the more 
that God would send a fair wind, to land us, hungered 
and oppressed strangers, at the door of our Father’s 
house, which now is made, in Christ, our kindly 
heritage. Oh! then, let us pull up the stakes and 

1 Leave the mark of their teeth. 


LETTERS OF SAMUEL RUTHERFORD 23 


stoupes of our tent, and take our tent on our back, and 
go with our flitting to our best home; for here we 
have no continuing city. 

I am waiting in hope here, to see what my Lord 
will do with me. Let Him make of me what He 
pleaseth ; providing He make glory to Himself out of 
me, I care not. I hope, yea, I am now sure, that I 
am for Christ, and all that I can or may make is for 
Him. Iam His everlasting dyvour, and still shall be ; 
for, alas, I have nothing for Him, and He getteth but 
little service of me! Pray for me, that our Lord 
would be pleased to give me houseroom, that I may 
serve Him in the calling which He hath called me 
unto. Grace be with you. 


Yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, i ag ys 
ABERDEEN, 16387. 


To EuizaBeTH KENNEDY. 


(DANGER OF FORMALITY—CHRIST WHOLLY TO BE 
LOVED—OTHER OB/JECTS OF LOVE.) 


Mistress,—Grace, mercy, and peace be to you. I 
have long had a purpose of writing unto you, but I 
have been hindered. I heartily desire that ye would 
mind your country, and consider to what airt your 
soul setteth its face; for all come not home at night 
who suppose that they have set their face heavenward, 
It is a woful thing to die, and miss heaven, and to 
lose houseroom with Christ at night: it is an evil 
journey where travellers are benighted in the fields. 
I persuade myself that thousands shall be deceived 
and ashamed of their hope. Because they cast their 
anchor in sinking sands, they must lose it. Till now 
I knew not the pain, labour, nor difficulty that there 
is to win at home: nor did I understand so well, 
before this, what that meaneth, ‘The righteous shal] 
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scarcely be saved.” Oh, how many a poor professor’s 
candle is blown out, and never lighted again! I see 
that ordinary profession, and to be ranked amongst 
the children of God, and to have a name among men, 
is now thought good enough to carry professors to 
heaven. But certainly a name is but a name, and 
will never bide a blast of God’s storm. I counsel 
you not to give your soul or Christ rest, nor your eyes 
sleep, till ye have gotten something that will bide the 
fire, and stand out the storm. I am sure, that if my 
one foot were in heaven, and if then He should say, 
“Fend thyself, I will hold my grips of thee no 
longer,” I should go no. farther, but presently fall 
down in as many pieces of dead nature. 

They are happy for evermore who are over head and 
ears in the love of Christ, and know no sickness but 
love-sickness for Christ, and feel no pain but the pain 
of an absent and hidden Well-beloved. We run our 
souls out of breath and tire them, in coursing and 
galloping after our night-dreams (such are the rovings 
of our miscarrying hearts), to get some created good 
thing in this life, and on this side of death. We 
would fain stay and spin out a heaven to ourselves, 
on this side of the water; but sorrow, want, changes, 
crosses, and sin, are both woof and warp in that ill- 
spun web. Oh, how sweet and dear are those thoughts 
that are still upon the things which are above! and 
how happy are they who are longing to have little 
sand in their glass, and to have time’s thread cut, and 
can cry to Christ, “Lord Jesus, have over; come and 
fetch the dreary! passenger!” I wish that our 
thoughts were more frequently than they are upon 
our country. Oh, but heaven casteth a sweet smell 
afar off to those who have spiritual smelling! God 
hath made many fair flowers; but the fairest of them 

1 Sorrowful, 
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all is heaven, and the Flower of all flowers is Christ. 
Oh! why do we not fly up to that lovely One? Alas 
that there is such a scarcity of love, and of lovers, to 
Christ amongst us all! Fie, fie, upon us, who love 
fair things, as fair gold, fair houses, fair lands, fair 
pleasures, fair honours, and fair persons, and do not 
pine and melt away with love to Christ! Oh! would 
to God I had more love for His sake! O for as much 
as would lie betwixt me and heaven, for His sake! 
O for as much as would go round about the earth, 
and over the heaven, yea, the heaven of heavens, and 
ten thousand worlds, that I might let all out upon 
fair, fair, only fair Christ! But, alas! I have nothing 
for Him, yet He hath much for me. It is no gain to 
Christ that He getteth my little, feckless span-length 
and hand-breadth of love. 

If men would have something to do with their 
hearts and their thoughts, that are always rolling up 
and down (like men with oars in a boat), after sinful 
vanities, they might find great and sweet employment 
to their thoughts upon Christ. If those frothy, 
fluctuating, and restless hearts of ours would come all 
about Christ, and look into His love, to bottomless 
love, to the depth of mercy, to the unsearchable riches 
of His grace, to inquire after and search into the 
beauty of God in Christ, they would be swallowed up 
in the depth and height, length and breadth of His 
goodness. Oh, if men would draw the curtains, and 
look into the inner side of the ark, and behold how 
the fulness of the Godhead dwelleth in Him bodily! 
Oh! who would not say, ‘‘ Let me die, let me die 
ten times, to see a sight of Him?” Ten thousand 
deaths were no great price to give for Him. Iam 
sure that sick, fainting love would heighten the 
market, and raise the price to the double for Him. 
But, alas! if men and angels were rouped, and sold 
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at the dearest price, they would not all buy a night’s 
love, or a four-and-twenty-hours’ sight of Christ! 
Oh, how happy are they who get Christ for nothing! 
God send me no more, for my part of paradise, but 
Christ: and surely I were rich enough, and as well 
heavened as the best of them, if Christ were my 
heaven. 

I can write no better thing to you, than to desire 
you, if ever ye laid Christ in a count, to take Him 
up and count over again: and weigh Him again and 
again: and after this have no other to court your love, 
and to woo your soul’s delight, but Christ. He will 
be found worthy of all your love, howbeit it should 
swell upon you from the earth to the uppermost circle 
of the heaven of heavens. To our Lord Jesus and. His 
love I commend you. 


Yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. BR. 
ABERDEEN, 1637. 


To Rozgert Gorpon of Knockbrex. 


(VISITS OF CHRIST—THE THINGS WHICH 
AFFLICTION TEACHES.) 


My Very Wortuy and Dear FRrRienp, — Grace, 
mercy, and peace be to you. Though all Galloway 
should have forgotten me, I would have expected a 
letter from you ere now; but I will not expound it 
to be forgetfulness of me. 

Now, my dear brother, I cannot show you how 
matters go betwixt Christ and me. I find my Lord 
going and coming seven times a day. His visits are 
short ; but they are both frequent and sweet. I dare 
not for my life think of a challenge of my Lord. I 
hear ill tales, and hard reports of Christ, from The 
Tempter and my flesh; but love believeth no evil. 
I may swear that they are liars, and that apprehen- 
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sions make lies of Christ’s honest and unalterable love 
tome. I dare not say that I am a dry tree, or that 
I have no room at all in the vineyard ; but yet I often 
think that the sparrows are blest, who may resort to 
the house of God in Anwoth, from which I am 
banished. 
Temptations, that I supposed to be stricken dead 
upon their back, rise again and revive upon 
me; yea, I see that while I live, temptations will not 
die. The devil seemeth to brag and boast as much 
as if he had more court with Christ than I have; and 
as if he had charmed and blasted my ministry, that I 
shall do no more good in public. But his wind 
shaketh no corn.) I will not believe that Christ 
would have made such a mint to have me to Himself, 
and have taken so much pains upon me as He hath 
done, and then slip so easily from possession, and lose 
the glory of what He hath done. Nay, since I came 
to Aberdeen, I have been taken up to see the new 
land, the fair palace of the Lamb; and will Christ let 
me see heaven, to break my heart, and never give it 
to me? I shall not think my Lord Jesus giveth a 
dumb earnest, or putteth His seals to blank paper, or 
intendeth to put me off with fair and false promises. 
I see that now which I never saw well before. (1) I 
see faith’s necessity in a fair day is never known 
aright; but now I miss nothing so much as faith. 
Hunger in me runneth to fair and sweet promises ; 
but when I come, I am like a hungry man that 
wanteth teeth, or a weak stomach having a sharp 
appetite that is filled with the very sight of meat, or 
like one stupefied with cold under the water, that 
would fain come to land, but cannot grip anything 
casten to him. I can let Christ grip me, but I cannot 
erip Him. I love to be kissed, and to sit on Christ’s 


1 Does no harm, 
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knee; but I cannot set my feet to the ground, for 
afflictions bring the cramp upon my faith. All that 
I dow do is to hold out a lame faith to Christ, like a 
beggar holding out a stump, instead of an arm or 
leg, and cry, “Lord Jesus, work a miracle!” Oh, 
what would I give to have hands and arms to grip 
strongly, and fold heartsomely about Christ’s neck, 
and to have my claim made good with real possession ! 
I think that my love to Christ hath feet in abund- 
ance, and runneth swiftly to be at Him, but it wanteth 
hands and fingers to apprehend Him. I think that 
I would give Christ every morning my blessing, to 
have as much faith as I have love and hunger; at 
least, I miss faith more than love or hunger. 

(2) I see that mortification, and to be crucified to 
the world, is not so highly accounted of by us as it 
should be. Oh, how heavenly a thing it is to be dead, 
and dumb, and deaf to this world’s sweet music! I 
confess it hath pleased His Majesty to make me laugh 
at the children, who are wooing this world for their 
match. I see men lying about the world, as nobles 
about. a king’s court ; and I wonder what they are all 
doing there. As I am at this present, I would scorn 
to court such a feckless and petty princess, or buy this 
world’s kindness with a bow of my knee. I scarce 
now either hear or see what it is that this world 
offereth me; I know that it is little which it can take 
from me, and as little that it can give me. I recom- 
mend mortification to you above anything ; for, alas! 
we but chase feathers flying in the air, and tire our 
own spirits for the froth and over-gilded clay of a 
dying life. One sight of what my Lord hath let me 
see within this short time is worth a world of worlds. 

(3) I thought courage, in the time of trouble for 
Christ’s sake, a thing that I might take up at my 
foot. J thought that the very remembrance of the 
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honesty of the cause would be enough. But I was a 
fool in so thinking. I have much ado now to win to 
one smile. But I see that joy groweth up in heaven, 
and it is above our short arm. Christ will be steward 
and dispenser Himself, and none else but He; there- 
fore, now, I count much of one dramweight of spiritual 
joy. One smile of Christ’s face is now to me as a 
kingdom ; and yet He is no niggard to me of comforts. 
Truly. I have no cause to say that I am pinched with 
penury, or that theyconsolations of Christ are dried 
up: for He hath poured down rivers upon a dry 
wilderness the like of me,! to. my admiration ; and in 
my very swoonings, He holdeth up my head, and 
stayeth me with flagons of wine, and comforteth me 
with apples. My house and bed are strewed with 
kisses of love. Praise, praise with me. Oh, if ye 
and I betwixt us could lift up Christ upon His throne, 
howbeit all Scotland should cast Him down to the 
ground. 

My brother’s case toucheth me near. I hope that 
ye will be kind to him, and give him your best 
counsel. 

Remember my love to your brother, to your wife, 
and G. M.? Desire him to be faithful, and to repent 
of his hypocrisy ; and say that I wrote it to you. I 
wish him salvation. Write to me your mind anent 
C. E. and C. Y., and their wives, and I. G., or any 
others in my parish. I fear that I am forgotten 
amongst them; but I cannot forget them. 

The prisoner’s prayers and blessings come upon you. 
Grace, grace be with you. 


Your brother, in the Lord Jesus, S. R. 
ABERDEEN, Feb. 9, 1637. 


1 Such as lam! 
2 All those whose initials are given are understood to have been 
parishioners of his at Anwoth. 
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To the Worthy and Much Honoured Mr. 
ALEXANDER CoLvILuLE of Blair. 


(INCREASING EXPERIENCE OF CHRIST'S LOVE— 
GOD WITH HIS SAINTS.) 


Mucn Honourep Si1r,—Grace, mercy, and peace 
be to you. The bearer hereof, Mr. R. F., is most 
kind to me; I desire you to thank him. But none is 
so kind as my only royal King and Master, whose 
cross is my garland. The King dineth with His 
prisoner, and His spikenard casteth a smell. He hath 
led me up to such a pitch and nick of joyful com- 
munion with Himself, as I never knew before. When 
I look back to bygones, I judge myself to have been 
a child at A, B, C with Christ. Worthy Sir, pardon 
me, I dare not conceal it from you; it is as a fire in 
my bowels. (In His presence who seeth me I speak 
it!) Jam pained, pained with the love of Christ ; He 
hath made me sick, and wounded me. Hunger for 
Christ outrunneth faith ; I miss faith more than love. 
Oh, if the three kingdoms would come and see! Oh, 
if they knew His kindness to my soul! It hath 
pleased Him to bring me to this, that I will not 
strike sails to this world, nor flatter it, nor adore this 
clay idol that. fools worship. As I am now disposed, 
I think that I shall neither borrow nor lend?! with it; 
and yet I get my meat from Christ with nurture; for 
seven times a day I am lifted up, and casten down. 
My dumb Sabbaths burden my heart, and make it 
bleed. I want not fearful challenges, and jealousies 
sometimes of Christ’s love, that He hath casten me 
over the dyke of the vineyard as a dry tree. But this 
is my infirmity. By His grace I take myself in these 
ravings. Itis kindly thatfaith and love both be sick, and 
fevers are kindly to most joyful communion with Christ. 

1 “Neither borrow nor lend,’’ have no dealings with it. 
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Ye are blessed who avouch Christ openly before 
The Prince of this kingdom, whose eyes are upon you, 
It is your glory to lift Him up on His throne, to carry 
His train, and bear up the hem of His robe royal. 
He hath an hiding-place for Mr. Alexander Colville 
against the storm: go on, and fear not what man can 
do. The saints seem to have the worst of it (for 
apprehension can make a lie of Christ and His love) ; 
but it is not so. Providence is not rolled upon 
unequal and crooked ‘wheels; all things work together 
for the good of those who love God, and are called 
according to His purpose. Ere it be long, we shall 
see the white side of God’s providence. 

My brother’s case hath moved me not a little. 
He wrote to me your care and kindness. Sir, the 
prisoner’s blessings and prayers, I trust, shall not go 
past you. He that is able to keep you, and to present 
you before the presence of His face with joy, establish 
your heart in the love of Christ. 


Yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 
ABERDEEN, Feb. 19, 1637. 


To Earuston, Younger. 


(CHRIST'S WAYS MISUNDERSTOOD—HIS INCREAS- 
ING KINDNESS—SPIRITUAL DELICACY — HARD 
TO BE DEAD TO THE WORLD.) 


Honovurep AND Dear BrotHer,—Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you. I received your letter, which 
refreshed my soul. 

I thank God that the court is closed; I think 
shame of my part of it. I pass now from my unjust 
summons of unkindness libelled against Christ my 
Lord. He is not such a Lord and Master as I took 
Him to be; verily He is God, and I am dust and 
_ ashes. It took Christ’s glooms to be as good as 


32 LETTERS OF SAMUEL RUTHERFORD 


Scripture speaking wrath ; but I have seen the other 
side of Christ, and the white side of His cross now. 
I behoved to come+to Aberdeen to learn a new mystery 
in Christ, that His promise is better to be believed 
than His looks, and that the devil can cause Christ’s 
glooms to speak a lie toa weak man. Nay, verily, I 
was a child before; all bygones are but bairn’s play. 
I would I could begin to be a Christian in sad earnest. 
T need’ not blame Christ if I be not one, for He hath 
showed me heaven and hell in Aberdeen. But the 
truth is, for all my sorrow, Christ is nothing in my 
debt, for comforts have refreshed my soul. I have 
heard and seen Him in His sweetness, so as I am 
almost saying, it is not He that I was wont to meet 
with. He smileth more cheerfully, His kisses are 
more sweet and soul-refreshing than the kisses of the 
Christ I saw before were, though He be the same. 
Or rather, the King hath led me up to a measure of 
joy and communion with my Bridegroom that I never 
attained to before, so that often I think that I will 
neither borrow nor lend with this world! I will not 
strike sail to crosses, noy flatter them to be quit of 
them, as I have done. | Come all crosses, welcome, 
welcome! so that I may get my heartful of my Lord 
Jesus.) I have been so near Him, that I have said, 
“J take instruments that this is the Lord. Leave a 
token behind Thee, that I may never forget this.” 
Now, what can Christ do more to dawt one of His 
poor prisoners? Therefore, Sir, I charge you in the 
name of my Lord Jesus, praise with me, and show 
unto others what He hath done unto my soul. This 
is the fruit of my sufferings, that I desire Christ’s 
name may be spread abroad in this kingdom, in my 
behalf. I hope in God not to slander Him again. 
Yet in this, I get not my feasts without some mixture 
1 See ante, p. 30. 
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of gall; neither am I free of old jealousies, for He 
hath removed my lovers and friends far from me ; He 
hath made my congregation desolate, and taken away 
my crown. And my dumb Sabbaths are like a stone 
tied to a bird’s foot, that wanteth not wings,—they 
seem to hinder me to fly, were it not that I dare not 
say one word, but, ‘‘ Well done, Lord Jesus.” 

We can, in our prosperity, sport ourselves, and be 
too bold with Christ; yea, be that insolent, as to chide 
with Him; but under the water we dare not speak. 
I wonder now of my sometime boldness, to chide 
and quarrel Christ, to nickname providence when it 
stroked me against the hair; for now, swimming in 
the waters, I think my will is fallen to the ground of 
the water: I have lostit. I think that I would fain 
let Christ alone, and give Him leave to do with me 
what He pleaseth, if He would smile upon me. 
Verily, we know not what an evil it is to spill and 
indulge ourselves, and to make an idol of our will. 
I was once that I would not eat except I had waled 
meat; now I dare not complain of the crumbs and 
parings under His table. I was once that I would 
make the house ado, if I saw not the world carved 
and set in order to my liking; now I am silent when 
I see God hath set servants on horseback, and is fatten- 
ing and feeding the children of perdition. I pray God, 
that I may never find my will again. Oh, if Christ 
would subject my will to His, and trample it under 
His feet, and liberate me from that lawless lord! 

Now, Sir, in your youth gather fast; your sun will 
mount to the meridian quickly, and thereafter decline. 
Be greedy of grace. Study above anything, my dear 
brother, to mortify your lusts. Oh, but pride of 
youth, vanity, lusts, idolising of the world, and 
charming pleasures, take long time to root them out! 
As far as ye are advanced in the way to heaven, as 
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near as ye are to Christ, as much progress as ye have 
made in the way of mortification, ye will find that ye 
are far behind, and have most of your work before 
you. I never took it to be so hard to be dead to my 
lusts and to this world. When the day of visitation 
cometh, and your old idols come weeping about you, 
ye will have much ado not to break your heart. It is 
best to give up in time with them, so as ye could at a 
call quit your part of this world for a drink of water, 
or a thing of nothing. Verily I have seen the best 
of this world, a moth-eaten, threadbare coat: I purpose 
to lay it aside, being now old and full of holes. O for 
my house above, not made with hands! 

Pray for Christ’s prisoner; and write to me. 
Remember my love to your mother. Desire her, 
from me, to make ready for removing; the Lord’s 
tide will not bide her; and to seek an heavenly mind, 
that her heart may be often there. Grace be with 
you. 

Yours, and Christ’s prisoner, Sc ke 

ABERDEEN, Feb. 20, 1637. 


To his Reverend and Dear Brother, 
Mr. Rozpert Dovauas. 


(GREATNESS OF CHRIST'S LOVE REVEALED TO 
THOSE WHO. SUFFER FOR HIM.) 


My Very Reverend and Dzar Broruer,—Grace, 
mercy, and peace be to you. I long to see you on 
paper. I cannot but write you, that this which I now 
suffer for is Christ’s truth; because He hath been 
pleased to seal my sufferings with joy unspeakable 
and glorious. I know that He will not put His seal 
upon blank paper; Christ hath not dumb seals, neither 
will He be a witness to a lie. I beseech you, my dear 
brother, to help me to praise, and to lift Christ up on 
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His throne above the shields of the earth. I am 
astonished and confounded at the greatness of His 
kindness to such a sinner. I know that Christ and 
I shall never be even; I shall die in His debt. He 
hath left an arrow in my heart that paineth me for 
want of real possession; and hell cannot quench this 
coal of God’s kindling. I wish no man to slander 
Christ or His cross for my cause; for I have much 
cause to speak much good of Him. He hath brought 
me to a nick and degree of communion with Himself 
that I knew not before. The din and gloom of our 
Lord’s cross is more fearful and hard than the cross 
itself. He taketh the bairns in His arms when they 
come to a deep water ; at least, when they lose ground, 
and are put to swim, then His hand is under their 
chin. 

Let me be helped by your prayers; and remember 
my love to your kind wife. Grace be with you. 


Your brother, and Christ’s prisoner, 8. RB. 
ABERDEEN, March 7, 1637. 


To Mr. ALEXANDER HENDERSON. 


(SADNESS BECAUSE CHRIST'S HEADSHIP NOT SET 
LORTH—HIS CAUSE ATTENDED WITH CROSSES 
—THE BELIEVER SEEN OF ALL.) 

My Reverrnp anp DEAR BrotuEer, —I received 
your letters. They are as apples of gold to me; for 
with my sweet feasts (and they are above the deserving 
of such a sinner, high and out of measure), I have sad- 
ness to ballast me, and weight me a little. It is but 
His boundless wisdom which hath taken the tutor- 
ing of His witless child ; and He knoweth that to be 
drunken with comforts is not safest for our stomachs. 
However it be, the din and noise and glooms of 
Christ’s cross are weightier than itself. I protest. to 
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you (my witness is in heaven), that I could wish many 
pound weights added to my cross, to know that by my 
sufferings Christ were set forward in His kingly office 
in this land. Oh, what is my skin to His glory; or 
my losses, or my sad heart, to the apple of the eye of 
our Lord and His beloved Spouse, His precious truth, 
His royal privileges, the glory of manifested justice in 
giving of His foes a dash, the testimony of His faithful 
servants who do glorify Him, when He rideth upon 
poor, weak worms, and triumpheth in them! I desire 
you to pray, that I may come out of this furnace with 
honesty, and that I may leave Christ’s truth no worse 
than I found it; and that this most honourable cause 
may neither be stained nor weakened. 

As for your cause, my reverend and dearest brother, 
ye are the talk of the north and south ; and looked to, 
so as if ye were all crystal glass. Your motes and 
dust would soon be proclaimed and trumpets blown at 
your slips. But I know that ye have laid help upon 
One that is mighty. Intrust not your comforts to 
men’s airy and frothy applause, neither lay your 
down-castings on the tongues of salt mockers and 
reproachers of godliness. “As deceivers, and yet 
true ; as unknown, and yet well known” (2 Cor. vi. 
8, 9). God hath called you to Christ’s side, and the 
wind is now in Christ’s face in this land; and seeing 
ye are with Him, ye cannot expect the lee -side, or 
the sunny side of the brae. But I know that ye 
have resolved to take Christ upon any terms what- 
soever. I hope that ye do not rue, though your 
cause be hated, and prejudices are taken up against 
it. The shields of the world think our Master cum- 
bersome wares, and that He maketh too great din, and 
that His cords and yokes make blains, and deep scores 
in their neck. Therefore they kick. They say, “This 
man shall not reign over us.” 
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Let us pray one for another. He who hath made 
you a chosen arrow in His quiver, hide you in the 
hollow of His hand! 

I am yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, 8. R. 

ABERDEEN, March 9, 1637. 


To Mr. Huew Macxait, Minister of the Gospel 
at Irvine, 


(CHRIST S BOUNTIFUL DEALINGS—JOV IN CHRIST 
THROUGH THE CROSS.) 


REVEREND AND Drar Brotruer, —I bless you for 
your letter. He has come down as rain upon the 
mown grass ; He hath revived my withered root ; and 
He is the dew of herbs. Iam most secure in this 
prison: salvation is for walls in it; and what think 
ye of these walls? He maketh the dry plant to bud 
as the lily, and to blossom as Lebanon :—the great 
Husbandman’s blessing cometh down upon the plants 
of righteousness. Who may say this, my dear brother, 
if I, His poor exiled stranger and prisoner, may not 
say it? Howbeit all the world should be silent, I 
cannot hold my peace. Oh, how many black accounts 
have Christ and I rounded over together in the house 
of my pilgrimage! and how fat a portion He hath 
given to a hungry soul! I had rather have Christ’s 
four-hours, than have dinner and supper both in one 
from any other. His dealing, and the way of His 
judgments, are past finding out. No preaching, no 
book, no learning, could give me that which it behoved 
me to come and get in this town. But what of all 
this, if I were not misted, and confounded, and 
astonished how to be thankful, and how to get Him 
praised for evermore! And, what is more, He hath 
been pleased to pain me with His love, and my pain 
groweth through want of real possession. 
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Some have written to me, that I am possibly bon 
joyful of the cross; but: my joy overleapeth the cross, 
it is bounded and terminated upon Christ.? I know 
that the sun. will overcloud and eclipse, and that I 
shall again be put to walk in the shadow: but Christ 
must be welcome to come and go, as He thinketh 
meet. - Yet He would be more welcome to me, I trow, 
to come than to go. And I hope He pitieth and par- 
doneth me, in casting apples to me at such a fainting 
time as this. Holy and blessed is His name! It was 
not my flattering of Christ that drew a kiss from His 
mouth. But He would send me as a spy into this 
wilderness of suffering, to see the land and try the 
ford ; and I cannot make a lie of Christ’s cross. I can 
report nothing but good both of Him and it, lest-others 
should faint. I hope, when a change cometh, to cast 
anchor at midnight upon the Rock which He hath 
taught me to know in this daylight; whither I may 
run, when I must say my lesson without book, and 
believe in the dark. I am sure it is sin to tarrow at 
Christ’s good meat, and not to eat when He saith, 
“ Kat, O well-beloved, and drink abundantly.” If He 
bear me on His back, or carry me in His arms over 
this water, I hope for grace to set down my feet on 
dry ground, when the way is better. But this is 
slippery ground: my Lord thought good I should go 
by a hold, and lean on my Well-beloved’s shoulder. 
It is good to be ever taking from Him. I desire 
that He may get the fruit of praises, for dawting 
and thus dandling me on His knee: and I may 
give my bond of thankfulness, so being I have 
Christ’s back-bond again for my relief, that I shall 
be strengthened by His powerful grace to pay my 
vows to Him. But, truly, I find that we have 
the advantage of the brae upon our enemies: we 
are more than conquerors through Him who loved 
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us; and they know not wherein our strength 
lieth. 
Pray forme. Grace be with you. 


Your brother in Christ, S- R. 


ABERDEEN, 


To Wiuu1am Hatuipay. 
(DILIGENCE IN SECURING SALVATION.) 


Lovine Frienp,—I received your letter. I wish 
that ye take pains for salvation. Mistaken grace, and 
somewhat like conversion which is not conversion, is 
the saddest and most doleful thing in the world. 
Make sure of salvation, and lay the foundation sure, 
for many are beguiled. Put a low price upon the 
world’s clay ; but a high price upon Christ. Tempta- 
tions will come, but if they be not made welcome by 
you, ye have the best of it. Be jealous over yourself 
and your own heart, and keep touches with God. Let 
Him not have a faint’ and feeble soldier of you. Fear 
not to back Christ, for He will conquer and overcome. 
Let no man scaur at Christ, for I have no quarrels at 
His cross ; He and His cross are two good guests, and 
worth the lodging. Men would fain have Christ good- 
cheap ; but the market will not come down. Acquaint 
yourself with prayer. Make Christ your Captain and 
your armour. Make conscience of sinning! when no 
eye seeth you. Grace be with you. 


Yours in Christ Jesus, Ss. B: 


ABERDEEN. 


1 Be conscientious as to sinning when out of sight of men. 
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To Joan Ewart, Bailie of Kirkcudbright. 


(THE CROSS NO BURDEN—NEED OF SURE 
FOUNDATION.) 


My Very Worray ano Dgar Friznp,—I cannot but 
most kindly thank you for the expressions of your love. 
Your love and respect to me is a great comfort to me. 

I bless His high and glorious name, that the terrors 
of great men have not affrighted me from openly 
avouching the Son of God. | Nay, His .cross is the 
sweetest burden that ever I bare; it is such a burden 
as wings are to a bird, or sails are to a ship, to carry 
me forward to my harbour,| I have not much cause 
to fall in love with the world; but rather to wish that 
He who sitteth upon the floods would bring my broken 
ship to land, and keep my conscience safe in these 
dangerous times ; for wrath from the Lord is coming 
on this sinful land. 

It were good that we prisoners of hope know of our 
stronghold to run to, before the storm come on; there- 
fore, Sir, I beseech you by the mercies of God, and com- 
forts of His Spirit, by the blood of your Saviour, and 
by your compearance before the sin-revenging Judge of 
the world, keep your garments clean, and stand for 
the truth of Christ, which ye profess. When the 
time shall come that your eye-strings shall break, your 
face wax pale, your breath grow cold, and this house 
of clay shall totter, and your one foot shall be over the 
march, in eternity, it will be your comfort and joy 
that ye gave your name to Christ. The greatest part 
of the world think heaven at the next door, and that 
Christianity is an easy task ; but they will be beguiled. 
Worthy Sir, I beseech you, make sure work of salva- 
tion. I have found my experience, that all I could do 
hath had much ado in the day of my trial; and, there- 
fore, lay up a sure foundation for the time to come, 
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I cannot requite you for your undeserved favours 
to me and my now afflicted brother. But I trust to 
remember you to God. Remember me heartily to 
your kind wife. 


Yours in his only Lord Jesus, 8. R. 
ABERDEEN, March 138, 1687. 


To JEAN GORDON. 


(GOD THE SATISFYING PORTION —ADHERENCE 
TO CHRIST.) 


My Very Dear anv Lovine Sister,—Grace, mercy, 
and peace be to you. I long to hear from you. I 
exhort you to set up the brae to the King’s city, 
that must be taken by violence. Your afternoon 
sun is wearing low. Time will eat up your frail 
life, like a worm gnawing at the root of a May- 
fower. Lend Christ your heart. Set Him as a seal 
there. Take Him in within, and let the world and 
children stand at the door. They are not yours; 
make you and them! for your proper owner, Christ. 
It is good that He is your Husband and their Father. 
What missing can there be of a dying man, when God 


filleth His chair? Give hours of the day to prayer. ». 
Fash Christ (if I may speak so), and importune Him ; : 


be often at His gate; give His door no rest. I can 
tell you that He will be found. Oh, what sweet 
fellowship is betwixt Him and me! I am imprisoned, 
but He is not imprisoned. He hath shamed me 
with His kindness. He hath come to my prison, and 
run away with my heart and all my love. Well may 
He brook it! I wish that my love get never an 
owner but Christ. Fy, fy upon old lovers, that held 
us so long asunder! We shall not part now. He and 
I shall be heard, before He win out of my grips. I 


1 This seems to mean mould, or fashion, yourself and them. 
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resolve to wrestle with Christ, ere I quit Him. But 
my love to Him hath casten my soul into a fever, and 
there is no cooling of my fever, till I get real possession 
of Christ. O strong, strong love of Jesus, thou hast 
wounded my heart with thine arrows! Oh pain! 
Oh pain of love for Christ! Who will help me to 
praise ? 
Let me have your prayers. Grace be with you. 


Yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. BR. 
ABERDEEN, Jfarch 18, 1637. 


To Mr. THomas GARVEN. 


(A PRISONER'S JOYS—LOVE OF CHRIST—THE GOOD 
PART—HEAVEN IN SIGHT.) 

REVEREND AND Dear Broruer,—lI bless you for 
your letter; it was a shower to the new-mown grass. 
The Lord hath given you the tongue of the learned. 
Be fruitful and humble. 

It is possible that ye may come to my case, or the 
like ; but the water is neither so deep, nor the stream 
so strong, as it is called. I think my fire is not so 
hot; my water is dry land, my loss rich loss. Oh, if? 
the walls of my prison be high, wide, and large, and 
the place sweet! No man knoweth it, no man, I say, 
knoweth it, my dear brother, so well as He and 1; no 
man can put it down in black and white as my Lord 
hath sealed it in my heart. My poor stock hath 
grown since I came to Aberdeen; and if any had 
known the wrong I did, in being jealous of such an 
honest lover as Christ, who withheld not His love 
from me, they would think the more of it. But I see, 
He must be above me in mercy. I will never strive 
with Him ; to think to recompense Him is folly. If I 


1“ On if”; g.d. What will you say if I tell you that the walls 
of my prison are, etc. 
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had as many angels’ tongues, as there have fallen drops 
of rain since the creation, or as there are leaves of 
trees in all the forests of the earth, or stars in the 
heaven, to praise, yet my Lord Jesus would ever be 
behind with me.! We will never get our accounts 
fitted. A pardon must close the reckoning; for His 
comforts to me in this honourable cause have almost 
put me beyond the bounds of modesty ; howbeit I will 
not let every one know what is betwixt us. (Love, 
love (I mean Christ’s love), is the hottest coal that ever 
I felt. Oh, but the smoke of it be hot! Cast all the 
salt sea on it, it will flame; hell cannot quench it; 
many many waters will not quench love. Christ is 
turned over to His poor prisoner in a mass and globe 
of love. I wonder that He should waste so much love 
upon such a waster as Iam; but He is no waster, but 
abundant in mercy. He hath no niggard’s alms, when 
He is pleased to give. Oh that I could invite all the 
nation to love Him! Free grace is an unknown thing. 
This world hath heard but a bare name of Christ, and 
no more. ‘There are infinite plies in His love that the 
saints will never win to unfold ; I would it were better 
known, and that Christ got more of His own due than 
He doth. 

Brother, ye have chosen the good part, who have 
taken part with Christ. Ye will see Him win the 
field, and shall get part of the spoil when He divideth 
it. They are but fools who laugh at us; for they see 
but the back side of the moon, yet our moonlight is 
better than their twelve-hours’ sun. We have gotten 
the New Heavens, and, as a pledge of that, the Bride- 
groom’s love-ring. The children of the wedding- 
chamber have cause to skip and leap for joy; for the 
marriage-supper is drawing nigh, and we find the four- 
hours sweet and comfortable. O time, be not slow! 

1 Never have got His due from me. 
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O sun, move speedily, and hasten our banquet! O 
Bridegroom, be like a roe or a young hart upon the 
mountains! O Well-beloved, run fast, that we may 
once meet! 

Brother, I restrain myself for want of time. Pray 
for me; I hope to remember you. The good-will of 
Him who dwelt in the bush, the tender mercies of God 
in Christ, enrich you. Grace be with you. 


Yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 
ABERDEEN, March 14, 1637. 


To his reverend and dear Brother, Mr. Davip Dickson. 
(CHRIST’S INFINITE FULNESS.) 


My REveEREND AND Dear BrotueEr,—l fear that ye 
have never known me well. If ye saw my inner side, 
it is possible that ye would pity me, but you would 
hardly give me either love or respect: men mistake 
me the whole length of the heavens. My sins prevail 
over me, and the terrors of their guiltiness. I am put 
often to ask, if Christ and I did ever shake hands 
together in earnest. I mean not that my feast-days 
are quite gone, but I am made of extremes. I pray 
God that ye never have the woful and dreary experi- 
ence of a closed mouth; for then ye shall judge the 
sparrows, that may sing on! the church of Irvine, 
blessed birds. But my soul hath been refreshed and 
watered, when I hear of your courage and zeal for your 
never-enough-praised, praised Master, in that ye put 
the men of God, chased out of Ireland, to work.?. Oh, 

1 On, not ‘‘ im,” as in old editions. 

2 When Mr. Robert Blair and Mr. John Livingstone, who had 
been deposed in Ireland by the Bishop of Down, were obliged to 
leave that country, they came over to Irvine in 1637, to Mr. Dick- 
son. Dickson had been advised by some respectable gentlemen 


not to ask them to preach, lest the bishops should thereby take 
occasion to remove him from his ministry. But his reply was: ‘I 
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if I could confirm you! I dare say, in God’s presence, 
“That this shall never hasten your suffering, but will 
be David Dickson’s feast and speaking joy (viz.), that 
while he had time and leisure, he put many to work, 
to lift up Jesus, his sweet Master, high in the skies,” 
O man of God, go on, go on; be valiant for that Plant 
of renown, for that Chief among ten thousands, for 
that Prince of the kings of the earth. It is but little 
that I know of God; yet this I dare write, that Christ 
will be glorified in David Dickson, howbeit Scotland 
be not gathered. 

I am pained, pained, that I have not more to give 
my sweet Bridegroom. His comforts to me are not 
dealt with a niggard’s hand; but I would fain learn 
not to idolise comfort, sense, joy, and sweet, felt pre- 
sence. All these are but creatures, and nothing but 
the kingly robe, the gold ring, and the bracelets of the 
Bridegroom ; the Bridegroom Himself is better than 
all the ornaments that are about Him. Now, I would 
not so much have these as God Himself, and to be 
swallowed up of love to Christ. I see that in delight- 
ing in a communion with Christ, we may make more 
gods than one. But, however, all was but bairns’ 
play between Christ and me till now. If one would 
have sworn unto me, I would not have believed what 
may be found in Christ. I hope that ye pity my pain 
that much, in my prison, as to help me yourself, and 
to cause others help me, a dyvour, a sinful wretched 
dyvour, to pay some of my debts of praise to my great 
King. Let my God be judge and witness, if my soul 


dare not be of their opinion, nor follow their counsel, so far as to 
discountenance these worthies, now when they are suffering for 
holding fast the name of Christ, and every letter of that blessed 
name, as not to employ them as in former times. Yea, I would 
think my so doing would provoke the Lord, so that I might upon 
another account be deposed, and not have so good a conscience” 
(Life of Robert Blair). 
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would not have sweet ease and comfort, to have many 
hearts confirmed in Christ, and enlarged with His love, 
and many tongues set on work to set on high my 
royal and princely Well-beloved. Oh that my suffer- 
ings could pay tribute to such a king! I have given 
over wondering at His love ; for Christ hath manifested 
a piece of art upon me, that I never revealed to any 
living. He hath gotten fair and rich employment, 
and sweet sale, and a goodly market for His honour- 
able calling of showing mercy, on me the chief of 
sinners. Every one knoweth not so well as I do, my 
wofully - often broken covenants. My sins against 
light, working! in the very act of sinning, have been 
met with admirable mercy: but, alas! He will get 
nothing back again but wretched unthankfulness. I 
am sure, that if Christ pity anything in me next to 
my sin, it is pain of love for an armful and soulful 
of Himself, in faith, love, and begun fruition. My 
sorrow is, that I cannot get Christ lifted off the dust 
in Scotland, and set.on high, above all the skies, and 
heaven of heavens. 


Yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. RK. 
ABERDEEN, May 1, 1637. 


To the Latrp oF CARLETON. 


(GOD'S WORKING INCOMPREHENSIBLE — LONGING 
AFTER ANY DROP OF CHRIST'S FULNESS.) 


Worrny Sir,—Grace, mercy, and peace be to you. 
I received your letter, and am heartily glad that our 
Lord hath begun to work for the apparent delivery of 
this poor oppressed kirk. Oh that salvation would 
come for Zion! 

I am for the present hanging by hope, waiting what 


1 The sense may be, ‘‘ My sins against light which was at work 
even when I was in the act of sinning.’ 
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my Lord will do with me, and if it will please my 
sweet Master to send me amongst you again, and keep 
out a hireling from my poor people and flock. It were 
my heaven till I come home, even to spend this life in 
gathering in some to Christ. I have still great heavi- 
ness for my silence, and my forced standing idle in 
the market, when this land hath such a plentiful, 
thick harvest. But I know that His judgments, who 
hath done it, pass finding out. I have no knowledge 
to take up the Lord in all His strange ways, and 
passages of deep and unsearchable providences. For 
the Lord is before me, and I am so bemisted that I 
cannot follow Him; He is behind me, and following 
at the heels, and I am not aware of Him; He is above 
me, but His glory so dazzleth my twilight of short 
knowledge, that I cannot look up to Him. He is upon 
my right hand, and I see Him not; He is upon my 
left hand, and within me, and goeth and cometh, and 
His going and coming are a dream to me; He is round 
about me, and compasseth all my goings, and still I 
have Him to seek. He is every way higher, and 
deeper, and broader than the shallow and ebb hand- 
breadth of my short and dim light can take up; and, 
therefore, I would that my heart could be silent, and 
sit down in the learnedly-ignorant wondering at the 
Lord, whom men and angels cannot comprehend. I 
know that the noon-day light of the highest angels, 
who see Him face to face, seeth not the borders of His 
infiniteness. They apprehend God near hand; but 
they cannot comprehend Him. And, therefore, it is 
my happiness to look afar off, and to come near to the 
Lord’s back parts, and to light my dark candle at His 
brightness, and to have leave to sit and content myself 
with a traveller’s light, without the clear vision of an 
enjoyer. I would seek no more till I were in my 
country, than a little watering and sprinkling of a 


48 LETTERS OF SAMUEL RUTHERFORD 


withered soul, with some half out-breakings and half 
out-lookings of the beams, and small ravishing smiles 
of the fairest face of a revealed and believed-on God- 
head. A little of God would make my soul bankfull. 
Oh that I had but Christ’s odd off-fallings; that He 
would let but the meanest of His love-rays and love- 
beams fall from Him, so as I might gather and carry 
them with me! I would not be ill to please with 
Christ, and vailed visions of Christ; neither would I 
be dainty in seeing and enjoying of Him: a kiss of 
Christ blown over His shoulder, the parings and 
crumbs of glory that fall under His table in heaven, a 
shower like a thin May-mist of His love, would make 
me green, and sappy, and joyful, till the summer-sun 
of an eternal glory break up (Song ii. 17). Oh that 
I had anything of Christ! Oh that I had a sip, or 
half a drop, out of the hollow of Christ’s hand, of the 
sweetness and excellency of that lovely One! Oh 
that my Lord Jesus would rue upon me, and give me 
but the meanest alms of felt and believed salvation ! 
Oh, how little were it for that infinite sea, that infinite 
fountain of love and joy, to fill as many thousand 
thousand little vessels (the like of me) as there are 
minutes of hours since the creation of God! I find it 
true that a poor soul, finding half a smell of the 
Godhead of Christ, hath desires (paining and wound- 
ing the poor hearts so with longings to be up at Him) 
that make it sometimes think, “ Were it not better 
never to have felt anything of Christ, than thus to lie 
dying twenty deaths, under these felt wounds, for the 
want of Him?” Oh, where is He? O Fairest, where 
dwellest Thou? O never-enough admired Godhead, 
how can clay win up to Thee? how can creatures of 
yesterday be able to enjoy Thee? Oh, what pain is 
it, that time and sin should be so many thousand 
miles betwixt a loved and longed-for Lord and a 
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dwining and love-sick soul, who would rather than all 
the world have lodging with Christ! Oh, let this bit 
of love of ours, this inch and half-span length of 
heavenly longing, meet with Thy infinite love! Oh, 
if the little I have were swallowed up with the 
infiniteness of that excellency which is in Christ! 
Oh that we little ones were in at the greatest Lord 
Jesus! Our wants should soon be swallowed up with 
His fulness. 
Grace, grace be with you. 


Yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 
ABERDEEN, May 10, 1687. 


To Rosert Gorpon of Knockbrea. 


(LONGING FOR CHRIST'S GLORY—FELT GUILTINESS 
—LONGING FOR CHRIST’S LOVE—SANCTIFICA- 
TION.) 

Dear Broruer,—Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you. I received your letter from Edinburgh. 

I would not wish to see another heaven, whill I 
get mine own heaven, but a new moon like the light 
of the sun, and a new sun like the light of seven days 
shining upon my poor self, and the Church of Jews 
and Gentiles, and upon my withered and sunburnt 
mother, the Church of Scotland, and upon her sister 
Churches, England and Ireland; and to have this 
done, to the setting on high of our great King! It 
mattereth! not, howbeit I were separate from Christ, 
and had a sense of ten thousand years’ pain in hell, if 
this were. O blessed nobility! O glorious, renowned 
gentry! Oh, blessed were the tribes in this land to 
wipe my Lord Jesus’ weeping face, and to take the 
sackcloth off Christ’s loins, and to put His kingly 
robes upon Him! Oh, if the Almighty would take 

1 Mattereth ? In other editions it is ‘‘ maketh.” 
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no less wager of me than my heaven to have it done! 
But my fears are still for wrath once upon Scotland. 
But I know that her day will clear up, and that glory 
shall be upon the top of the mountains, and joy at the 
voice! of the married wife, once again. Oh that our 
Lord would make us to contend, and plead, and wrestle 
by prayers and tears, for our Husband’s restoring of 
His forfeited heritage in Scotland. 

Dear brother, I am for the present in no small 
battle, betwixt felt guiltiness, and pining longings and 
high fevers for my Well-beloved’s love! Alas! I 
think that Christ’s love playeth the niggard to me, 

_and I know it is not for scarcity of love. There is 
enough in Him, but my hunger prophesieth of in- 
holding and sparingness in Christ; for I have but 
little of Him, and little of His sweetness. It is a dear 
summer with me; yet there_is such joy in the eager- 
ness and working of dhunger _ forChrist, that I am 
often at this, that if T had no other heaven than a 
continual hunger for Christ, such a heaven of ever-work- 
ing hunger were still a heaven tome. Jam sure that 
Christ’s love cannot be cruel ; it must be a ruing, a pity- 
ing, a melting-hearted love ; but suspension of that love 
I think half a hell, and the want of it more than a whole 
hell. When I look to my guiltiness, I see that my salva- 
tion is one of our Saviour’s greatest miracles, either in 
heaven or earth. J am sure I may defy any man to 
show me a greater wonder. But, seeing I have no 
wares, no hire, no money for Christ, He must either 
take me with want, misery, corruption, or then want 
me. Oh, if He would be pleased to be compassionate 
and pitiful- hearted to my pining fevers of longing for 
Him; or then give me a real pawn to keep, out of 
His own hand, till God send a meeting betwixt Him 
and me! But I find neither as yet. Howbeit He 


1“ Noise,” in old editions, 
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who is absent be not cruel nor unkind, yet His absence 
is cruel and unkind. His love is like itself; His love 
is His love; but the covering and the cloud, the vail 
and the mask of His love, is more wise than kind, if I 
durst speak my apprehensions. I lead no process now 
against the suspension and delay of God’s love; I 
would with all my heart frist! till a day ten heavens, 
and the sweet manifestations of His love. Certainly 
I think that I could give Christ much on His word ; 
but my whole pleading is about intimated and borne-in 
assurance of His love. Oh, if He would persuade me 
of? my heart’s desire of His love at all, He should 
have the term-day of payment at His own cowing.® 
But I know that raving unbelief speaketh its pleasure, 
while it looketh upon guiltiness and this body of 
corruption. Oh how loathsome and burdensome is 
it to carry about a dead corpse, this old carrion of 
corruption! Oh how steadable a thing is a Saviour, 
to make a sinner rid of his chains and fetters! 

I have now made a new question, whether Christ be 
more to be loved, for giving Sanctification or for free 
Justification. And I hold that He is more and most 
to be loved for sanctification. It is in some respect 
greater love in Him to sanctify, than to justify ; for 
He maketh us most like Himself in His own essential 
portraiture and image, in sanctifying us. Justification 
doth but make us happy, which is to be like angels 
only. Neither is it such a misery to lie a condemned 
man, and under unforgiven guiltiness, as to serve sin, 
and work the works of the devil; and, therefore, I 
think sanctification cannot be bought: it is above 
price. God be thanked for ever, that Christ was a 
told-down price for sanctification. Let a sinner, if 
possible, lie in hell for ever, if He make him truly 


1 Postpone possession, 3 Carving. 
2 Convince me that He intends to gratify my heart’s desire. 
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holy ; and let him lie there burning in love to God, 
rejoicing in the Holy Ghost, hanging upon Christ by 
faith and hope,—that is heaven in the heart and 
bottom of hell! gen 

Alas! Ifind a very thin harvest here, and few to 
be saved. 

Grace, grace be with you. 


Yours in his lovely and longed-for Lord Jesus, 
ABERDEEN, 1637. S. R. 


To Joun Laurie (probably some one at a distance, 
like Lady Robertland in Stewarton). 
(CHRIST'S LOVE—A RIGHT ESTIMATE OF HIM 
—HIS GRACE.) 

Dear BrotuerR,—I am sorry that ye, or so many in 
this kingdom, should expect so much of me, an empty 
reed. Verily I am a noughty! and poor body ; but if 
the tinkling of the iron chains of my Lord Jesus on 
legs and arms could sound the high praises of my 
royal King, whose prisoner I am, oh, how would my 
joy run over! If my Lord would bring edification to 
one soul by my bonds, I am satisfied. But I know 
not what I can do to such a princely and beautiful 
Well-beloved; He is far behind with me.? Little 
thanks to me, to say to others that His wind bloweth 
on me, who am but withered and dry bones; but, 
since ye desire me to write to you, either help me 
to set Christ on high, for His running-over love, in 
that the heat of His sweet breath hath melted a 
frozen heart; else I think that ye do nothing for a 
prisoner. 

Iam fully confirmed, that it is the honour of our 


1 Worthless; good for nothing. It is, however, written 
“ naughty,” evil, in old editions, 
2 He has so fully paid me. 
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Lawgiver which I suffer for now. I am not ashamed 
to give our letters of recommendation of Christ’s love 
to as many as will extol the Lord Jesus and His Cross. 
If I had not sailed this sea-way to heaven, but had 
taken the land-way, as many do, I should not have 
known Christ’s sweetness in such a measure. But 
the truth is, let no man thank me, for I caused not 
Christ’s wind to blow upon me. His love came upon 
a withered creature, whether I would or not; and yet 
by coming it procured from mea welcome. A heart of 
iron, and iron doors, will not hold Christ out. I give 
Him leave to break iron locks and come in, and that is 
all. And now I know not whether pain of love for 
want of possession, or sorrow that I dow not thank 
Him, paineth me the most; but both work upon me. 
For the first: oh that He would come and satisfy the 
longing soul, and fill the hungry soul with these good 
things! I know indeed that my guiltiness may be a 
bar in His way; but He is God, and ready to forgive. 
And for the other: woe, woe is me, that I cannot find 
a heart to give back again my unworthy little love for 
His great sea-full of love to me! Oh that He would 
learn me this piece of gratitude! Oh that I could 
have leave to look in through the hole of the door, to 
see His face and sing His praises! or could break up 
one of His chamber-windows, to look in upon His 
delighting beauty, till my Lord send more! Any 
little communion with Him, one of His love-looks, 
should be my begun heaven. I know that He is not 
lordly, neither is the Bridegroom’s love proud, though 
I be black, and unlovely, and unworthy of Him. I 
would seek but leave, and withal grace, to spend my 
love upon Him. I counsel you to think highly of 
Christ, and of free, free grace, more than ye did before ; 
for I know that Christ is not known amongst us. I 
think that I see more of Christ than ever Isaw; and 
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yet I see but little of what may be seen. Oh that He 
would draw by the curtains, and that the King would 
come out of His gallery ‘and His palace, that I might 
see Him! Christ’s love is young glory and young 
heaven; it would soften hell’s pain to be filled with 
it. What would I refuse to suffer, if I could get but 
a draught of love at my heart’s desire! Oh, what 
price can be given for Him? Angels cannot weigh 
Him. Oh, His weight, His worth, His sweetness, His 
overpassing beauty! If men and angels would come 
and look to that great and princely One, their ebbness 
could never take up His depth, their narrowness could 
never comprehend His breadth, height, and length. 
If ten thousand thousand worlds of angels were created, 
they might all tire themselves in wondering at His 
beauty, and begin again to wonder of new. Oh that 
I could win nigh Him, to kiss His feet, to hear His 
voice, to feel the smell of His ointments! But oh, 
alas! I have little, little of Him. Yet I long for 
more. 

Remember my bonds, and help me with your 
prayers; for I would not niffer or exchange my sad 
hours with the joy of my velvet adversaries. Grace 
be with you. 


Yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, 8S. R. 
ABERDEEN, June 10, 1637. 


To Marion M‘Naveut. 


(CHRIST SUFFERING IN HIS CHURCH—HIS COMING 
—OUTPOURINGS OF LOVE FROM HIM.) 


Wortuy AND DEaRrEst IN THE LorpD,—I ever loved 
(since I knew you) that little vineyard of the Lord’s 
planting in Galloway; but now much more, since I 
have heard that He who hath His fire in Zion, and 
His furnace in Jerusalem, hath been pleased to set up 
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a furnace amongst you with the first in this kingdom. 
He who maketh old things new, seeing Scotland an 
old, drossy, and rusted kirk, is beginning to make a 
new, clean bride of her, and to bring a young, chaste 
wife to Himself out of the fire. This fire shall be 
quenched, so soon as Christ has brought a clean spouse 
through the fire! Therefore, my dearly beloved in 
the Lord, fear not a worm. ‘Fear not, worm Jacob” 
(Isa. xli. 15). Christ is in that plea, and shall win 
the plea. Charge an unbelieving heart, under the pain 
of treason against our great and royal King Jesus, 
to dependence by faith, and quiet on-waiting on our 
Lord. Get you into your chambers, and shut the 
doors about you. In, in with speed to your strong- 
hold, ye prisoners of hope. Ye doves, fly into Christ’s 
windows till the indignation be over, and the storm 
be past. Glorify the Lord in your sufferings, and 
take His banner of love, and spread it over you. 
Others will follow you, if they see you strong in the 
Lord. Their courage will take life from your Christian 
carriage. Look up and see who is coming! Lift up 
your head, He is coming to save, in garments dyed in 
blood, and travelling in the greatness of His strength. 
I laugh, I smile, I leap for joy, to see Christ coming 
to save you so quickly. Oh, such wide steps Christ 
taketh! Three or four hills are but a step to Him; 
He skippeth over the mountains Christ hath set a 
battle betwixt His poor weak saints and His enemies. 
He waleth the weapons for both parties, and saith to 
the enemies, ‘‘Take you a sword! of steel, law, 
authority, parliaments, and kings upon your side; 
that is your armour.” And He saith to His saints, 
“T give you a feckless tree-sword in your hand, and 
that is suffering, receiving of strokes, spoiling of your 

1Jn old editions, ‘“‘word”; but the contrast, ‘‘tree-sword” 
(sword of wood, instead of steel), shows the true reading. 
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goods ; and with your tree-sword ye shall get and gain 
the victory.” Was not Christ dragged through the 
ditches of deep distresses and great straits? And yet 
Christ, who is your Head, hath won through with His 
life, howbeit not with a whole skin. Ye are Christ’s 
members, and He is drawing His members through 
the thorny hedge up to heaven after Him. Christ 
one day will not have so much asa pained toe. But 
there are great pieces and portions of Christ’s mystical 
body not yet within the gates of the great high city, 
the New Jerusalem; and the dragon will strike at 
Christ, so long as there is one bit or member of Christ’s 
body out of heaven. I tell you, Christ will make new 
work out of old, forcasten ! Scotland, and gather the old 
broken beards of His tabernacle, and pin them and 
nail them together. Our bills and supplications are 
up in heaven ; Christ hath coffers fullof them. There 
is mercy on the other side of this His cross; a good 
answer to all our bills is agreed upon. 

I must tell you what lovely Jesus, fair Jesus, King 
Jesus hath done to my soul. Sometimes He sendeth 
me out a standing drink,? and whispereth a word 
through the wall; and I am well content of kindness 
at the second hand: His bode ? is ever welcome to me, 
be what it will. But at other times He will be 
messenger Himself, and I get the cup of salvation out 
of His own hand (He drinking to me), and we cannot 
rest till we be in other’s arms. And oh, how sweet is 
a fresh kiss from His holy mouth! His breathing 
that goeth before a kiss upon my poor soul is sweet, 
and hath no fault but that it is too short. I am 
careless, and stand not much on this, howbeit loins, 
and back, and shoulders, and head should rive in 
pieces in stepping up to my Father’s house. I know 


1 Cast away. 2 It is like the stirrup-cup. 
3 Offer made in order to bargain. ’ 
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that my Lord can make long, and broad, and high, 
and deep glory to His name, out of this bit feckless 
body ; for Christ looketh not what stuff He maketh 
glory out of. 

My dearly beloved, ye have often refreshed me. 
But this is put up in my Master’s account; ye have 
Him debtor for me. But if ye will do anything for 
me (as I know ye will) now in my extremity, tell all 
my dear friends that a prisoner is fettered and chained 
in Christ’s love (Lord, never loose the fetters!); and 
ye and they together take my heartiest commenda- 
tions to my Lord Jesus, and thank Him for a poor 
friend. 

I desire your husband to read this letter. I send 
him a prisoner’s blessing. I will be obliged to him, 
if he will be willing to suffer for my dear Master. 


-» Suffering is the professor's golden garment; there 
shall b 


e no losses on Christ’s side of it. Ye have been 
witnesses of much joy betwixt Christ and me at com- 
munion feasts, the remembrance whereof (howbeit I 
be feasted in secret) holeth my heart; for I am put 
from the board-head and the King’s first mess to His 
by-board. And His broken meat is sweet unto me; I 
thank my Lord for borrowed crumbs, no less than 
when I feasted at the communion table at Anwoth 
and Kirkeudbright. Pray that I may get one day of 
Christ in public, such as I have had long since, before 
my eyes be closed. Oh that my Master would take 
up house again, and lend me the keys of His wine- 
cellar again, and God send me borrowed drink till 
then ! 

Remember my love to Christ’s kinsmen with you. 
I pray for Christ’s Father’s blessing to them all. 
Grace be with you; a prisoner’s blessing be with you. 
I write it and abide by it, God will be glorious in 
Marion M‘Naught, when this stormy blast shall be 
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over. O woman beloved of God, believe, rejoice, be 
strong in the Lord! Grace is thy portion. 


Your brother, in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 


ABERDEEN, June 15, 1687. 


To the much Honoured Jonn Gorvon of Cardoness, 
the Lider. 
(LONGINGS FOR THOSE UNDER HIS FORMER MINIS- 


TRY—DELIGHT IN CHRIST AND HIS APPEARING 
—PLEADING WITH HIS FLOCK.) 


Mucn Honourep and Dearest IN my Lorp,— 
Grace, mercy, and peace be to you. My soul longeth 
exceedingly to hear how matters go betwixt you and 
Christ; and whether or not there be any work of 
Christ in that parish, that will bide the trial of fire 
and water. Let me be weighed of my Lord in a just 
balance, if your souls lie not weighty upon me. Ye 
go to bed and ye rise with me: thoughts of your soul, 
my dearest in our Lord, depart not from me in my 
sleep. Ye have a great part of my tears, sighs, suppli- 
cations, and prayers. Oh, if I could buy your soul’s 
salvation with any suffering whatsoever, and that ye 
and I might meet with joy up in the rainbow, when 
we shall stand before our Judge! Oh, my Lord, 
forbid that I have any hard thing to depone against 
you in that day! Oh that He who quickeneth the 
dead would give life to my sowing among you! 
What joy is there (next to Christ) that standeth on 
this side of death, which would comfort me more, 
than that the souls of that poor people were in safety, 
and beyond:all hazard of being lost! 

Sir, show the people this ; for when I write to you, 
I think I write to you all, old and young. Fulfil my 
joy, and seek the Lord. Sure I am, that once I 
discovered my lovely, royal, princely Lord Jesus to 
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you all. Woe, woe, woe shall be your part of it for 
evermore, if the Gospel be not the savour of life to 
you. As many sermons as I preached, as many sen- 
tences as I uttered, as many points of dittay! shall 
there be, when the Lord shall plead with the world, 
for the evil of their doings. Believe me, I find heaven 
a city hard to be won. ‘The righteous shall scarcely 
be saved.” Oh, what violence of thronging will heaven 
take! Alas! I see many deceiving themselves; for 
we will? all to heaven now! Every foul dog, with his 
foul feet, will in at the nearest, to the new and clean 
Jerusalem. All say they have faith ; and the greatest 
part in the world know not, and will not consider, that 
a slip in the matter of their salvation is the most 
pitiable slip that can be ; and that no loss is comparable 
to this loss. Oh, then, see that there be not a loose 
pin in the work of your salvation; for ye will not 
believe how quickly the Judge will come. And for 
yourself, I know that death is waiting, and hovering, 
and lingering at God’s command. That ye may be 
prepared, then, ye had need to stir your time, and to 
take eternity and death to your riper advisement. A 
wrong step, or a wrong stot, in going out of this life, 
in one property is like the sin against the Holy Ghost, 
and can never be forgiven, because ye cannot come 
back again through the last water to mourn for it. I 
know your accounts are many, and will take telling 
and laying, and reckoning betwixt you and your Lord. 
Fit your accounts, and order them. Lose not the last 
play, whatever ye do, for in that play with death your 
precious soul is the prize: for the Lord’s sake spill not 
the play, and lose not such a treasure. Ye know that, 
out of love which I had to your soul, and out of desire 
which I had to make an honest account of you, I testi- 
fied my displeasure and disliking of your ways very 
1 Indictment. 2 Insist on being admitted to, 
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often, both in private and public. I am not nowa 
witness of your doings, but your Judge is always your 
witness. I beseech you by the mercies of God, by the 
salvation of your soul; by your comfort when your 
eye-strings shall break, and the face wax pale, and the 
soul shall tremble to be out of the lodging of clay, and 
by your compearance before your awful Judge, after 
the sight of this letter to take a new course with your 
ways, and now, in the end of your day, make sure of 
heaven. Examine yourself if ye be in good earnest in 
Christ; for some are partakers of the Holy Ghost, 
and taste of the good word of God, and of the powers 
of the life to come, and yet have no part in Christ at 
all. Many think they believe, but never tremble: 
the devils are farther on than these (James ii. 19). 
Make sure to yourself that ye are above ordinary 
professors. The sixth part of your span-length and 
hand-breadth of days is scarcely before you. Haste, 
haste, for the tide will not bide. Put Christ upon all 
your accounts and your secrets. Better it is that you 
give Him your accounts in this life, out of your own 
hand, than that, after this life, He take them from 
you. Inever knew so well what sin was as since I 
came to Aberdeen, howbeit I was preaching of it to 
you. To feel the smoke of hell’s fire in the throat for 
half an hour; to stand beside a river of fire and brim- 
stone broader than the earth; and. to think to be 
bound hand and foot, and casten into the midst of it 
quick, and then to have God locking the prison door, 
never to be opened for all eternity! Oh how it will 
shake a conscience that hath any life in it! I find 
the fruits of my pains to have Christ and that people 
once fairly met, now meet my soul in my sad hours. 
And I rejoice that I gave fair warning of all the 
corruptions now entering into Christ’s house; and now 
many a sweet, sweet, soft kiss, many perfumed, well- 
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smelled kisses, and embracements have I received of 
my royal Master. He and I have had much love 
together. Ihave for the present a sick dwining life, 
with much pain, and much love-sickness for Christ. 
Oh, what would I give to have a bed made to my 
wearied soul in His bosom! I would frist heaven for 
many years, to have my fill of Jesus in this life, and 
to have occasion to offer Christ to my people, and to 
woo many people to Christ. I cannot tell you what 
sweet pain and delightsome torments are in Christ’s 
love; I often challenge time, that holdeth us sundry. 
I profess to you, I have no rest, I have no ease, whill 
I be over head and ears in love’s ocean. If Christ’s 
love (that fountain of delight) were laid as open to me 
as I would wish, oh, how I would drink, and drink 
abundantly ! oh, how drunken would this my soul be! 
I half call His absence cruel; and the mask and vail 
on Christ’s face a cruel covering, that hideth such a 
fair, fair face from a sick soul. I dare not challenge 
Himself, but His absence is a mountain of iron upon 
my heavy heart. Oh, when shall we meet? Oh, 
how long it is to the dawning of the marriage-day ! 
O sweet Lord Jesus, take wide steps! O my Lord, 
come over mountains at one stride! O my Beloved, 
be like a roe or a young hart on the mountains of 
Separation (Song ii. 17). Oh, if He would fold the 
heavens together. like an old cloak, and shovel time 
and days out of the way, and make ready in haste the 
Lamb’s wife for her Husband! Since He looked upon 
me, my heart is not mine own; He hath run away to 
heaven with it. I know that it was not for nothing 
that I spake so meikle good of Christ to you in public. 
Oh, if the heaven, and the heaven of heavens, were 
paper, and the sea ink, and the multitude of mountains 
pens of brass, and I able to write that paper, within 
and without, full of the praises of my fairest, my 
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dearest, my loveliest, my sweetest, my matchless, and 
my most marrowless and marvellous Well-beloved ! 
Woe is me, I cannot set Him out to men and angels! 
Oh, there are few tongues to sing love-songs of His 
incomparable excellence! What can I, poor prisoner, 
do to exalt Him? or what course can I take to extol 
my lofty and lovely Lord Jesus? I am put to my 
wits’ end, how to get His name made great. Blessed 
they who would help me in this! How sweet are 
Christ’s back parts? Oh, what then is His face? 
Those that see His face, how dow they get their eye 
plucked off Him again! Look up to Him and love 
Him. Oh, love and live! It were life to me if you 
would read this letter to that people, and if they did 
profit by it. Oh, if I could cause them to die of love 
for Jesus! Charge them, by the salvation of their 
souls, to hang about Christ’s neck, and take their fill 
of His love, and follow Him as I taught them. Part 
by no means with Christ. Hold fast what ye have 
received. Keep the truth once delivered. If ye or 
that people quit it in an hair, or in a hoof, ye break 
your conscience in twain; and who then can mend it, 
and cast @knot on it? My dearest in the Lord, stand 
fast in Christ; keep the faith; contend for Christ. 
Wrestle for Him, and take men’s feud for God’s 
favour; there is no comparison betwixt these. Oh 
that the Lord would fulfil my joy, and keep the young 
bride that is at Anwoth to Christ! 

And now, whoever they be that have returned to 
the old vomit since my departure, I bind upon their 
back, in my Master’s name and authority, the long- 
lasting, weighty vengeance and curse of God. In my 
Lord’s name I give them a doom of black, unmixed, 
pure wrath, which my Master will ratify and make 
good, when we stand together before Him, except 
they timeously repent and turn to the Lord. And I 
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write to thee, poor mourning and broken-hearted 
believer, be thou who thou wilt, of the free salvation— 
Christ’s sweet balm for thy wounds, O poor, humble 
believer! Christ’s kisses for thy watery cheeks! 
Christ’s blood of atonement for thy guilty soul! 
Christ's heaven for thy poor soul, though once 
banished out of paradise! And my Master will make 
good my word ere long. Oh that people were wise! 
Oh that people were wise! Oh that people would speer 
out Christ, and never rest whill they find Him. Oh, 
how my soul will mourn in secret, if mynine years’ pained 
head, and sore breast, and pained back, and grieved 
heart, and private and public prayers to God, will all be 
for nothing among that people! Did my Lord Jesus 
send me but to summon you before your Judge, and 
to leave your summons at your houses? Was I sent 
as a witness only to gather your dittays? Oh, may 
God forbid! Often did I tell you of a fan of God’s 
word ! to come among you, for the contempt of it. I 
told you often of wrath, wrath from the Lord, to 
come upon Scotland; and yet I bide by my Master’s’ 
word. It is quickly coming! desolation for Scotland, 
because of the quarrel of a broken covenant. 

Now, worthy Sir, now my dear people, my joy, and 
my crown in the Lord, let Him be your fear. Seek 
the Lord, and His face: save your souls. Doves! 
flee to Christ’s windows. Pray for me, and praise 
for me. The blessing of my God, the prayers and 
blessing of a poor prisoner, and your lawful pastor, 
be upon you. 


Your lawful and loving pastor, S. R. 
ABERDEEN, June 16, 1637. 


1 Perhaps this should be wind, not ‘‘word”’; alluding to Jer. iv, 12 
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To Marion M‘Naucur. 
(LONGING TO BE RESTORED TO HIS CHARGE.) 


Dzarty BELoveD IN ovuR, Lorp Jesus CHRIstT,— 
Grace, mercy, and peace be to you. Few know the 
heart of a stranger and prisoner. Jam in the hands 
of mine enemies. I would that honest and lawful 
means were essayed for bringing me home to my 
charge, now when Mr. A. R. and Mr. H. R. are re- 
stored. It concerneth you of Galloway most, to use 
supplications and addresses for this purpose, and try 
if by fair meansI can be brought back again. As 
for liberty, without I be restored to my flock, it is 
little to me; for my silence is my greatest prison. 
However it be, I wait for the Lord ; I hope not to rot 
in my sufferings: Lord, give me submission to wait 
on. My heart is sad that my days flee away, and I 
do no service to my Lord in His house, now when 
His harvest and the souls of perishing people require 
it. But His ways are not like my ways, neither can 
I find Him out. Oh that He would shine upon my 
darkness, and bring forth my morning light from 
under the thick cloud that men have spread over me! 
Oh that the Almighty would lay my cause in a balance 
and weigh me, if my soul was not taken up, when 
others were sleeping, how to have Christ betrothed 
with a bride, in that part of the land! But that day 
that my mouth was most unjustly and cruelly closed, 
the bloom fell off my branches, and my joy did cast 
the flower. Howbeit, I have been casting myself 
under God’s feet, and wrestling to believe under a 
hidden and covered Lord; yet my fainting cometh 
before I eat, and my faith hath bowed with the 
sore cast, and under this almost insupportable weight! 
Oh that it break not! I dare not say that the Lord - 
hath put out my candle, and hath casten water upon 
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my poor coal, and broken the stakes of my tabernacle ; 
but I have tasted bitterness, and eaten gall and worm- 
wood, since that day on which my Master laid bonds 
upon me to speak no more. I speak not this because 
the Lord is unco to me, but because beholders, that 
stand on dry land, see not my sea-storm. The wit- 
nesses of my sad cross are but strangers to my sad 
days and nights. Oh that Christ would let me alone, 
and speak love to me, and come home to me, and 
bring summer with Him! Oh that I might preach 
His beauty and glory, as once I did, before my clay- 
tent be removed to darkness! and that I might lift 
Christ off the ground! and my branches might be 
watered with the dew of God, and my joy in His 
work might grow green again, and bud, and send out 
a flower! But I am but a short-sighted creature, and 
my candle casteth not light afar off. He knoweth all 
that is done to me; how that when I had but one 
joy, and no more, and one green flower that I esteemed 
to be my garland, He came in one hour and dried up 
my flower at the root, and took away mine only eye, 
and my one only crown and garland. What can I 
say? Surely my guiltiness hath been remembered 
before Him, and He was seeking to take down my 
sails, and to land the flower of my delights, and to 
let it lie on the coast, like an old broken ship, that is 
no more for the sea. But I praise Him for this waled 
stroke. I welcome this furnace ; God’s wisdom made 
choice of it for me, and it must be best, because it 
was His choice. Oh that I may wait for Him till 
the morning of this benighted kirk break out! This 
poor, afflicted kirk had a fair morning, but her night 
came upon her before her noonday, and she was like 
a traveller, forced to take house in the morning of his 
journey. And now her adversaries are the chief men 
inthe land ; her ways mourn; her gates languish ; her 
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children sigh for bread; and there is none to be in- 
stant with the Lord, that He would come again to 
His house, and dry the face of His weeping spouse, 
and comfort Zion’s mourners, who are waiting for 
Him. I know that He will make corn to grow upon 
the top of His withered Mount Zion again. 

Remember my bonds, and forget me not. Oh that 
my Lord would bring me again amongst you with 
abundance of the Gospel of Christ! But oh, that I 
may set down my desires where my Lord biddeth me! 
Remember my love in the Lord to your husband; 
God make him faithful to Christ! and my blessing 
to your three children. Faint not in prayer for this 
kirk. Desire my people not to receive a stranger and 
intruder upon my ministry. Let me stand in that 
right and station that my Lord Jesus gave me. 

Grace, grace be with you. 


Yours in his sweet Lord and Master, S. R. 
ABERDEEN, 1637, 


To Ropert Stuart. 


(CHRIST CHOOSES HIS OWN IN THE FURNACE— 
NEED OF A DEEP WORK—THE GOD-MAN, A 
WORLD'S WONDER.) 


My Very Dear Brotuer,—Grace, mercy, and peace 
be to you. Ye are heartily welcome to my world of 
suffering, and heartily welcome to my Master’s house. 
God give you much joy of your new Master. If I 
have been in the house before you, I were not faithful 
to give the house an ill name, or to speak evil of the 
Lord of the family; I rather wish God’s Holy Spirit 
(O Lord, breathe upon me with that Spirit !) to tell 
you the fashions of the house (Ezek. xliii. 11). One 
thing I can say, by on-waiting ye will grow a great 
man with the Lord of the house. Hang on till ye 
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get some good from Christ. Lay all your loads and your 
weights by faith upon Christ; take ease to yourself, 
and let Him bear all. He can, He dow,! He will bear 
you, howbeit hell were upon your back. I rejoice 
that He is come, and hath chosen you in the furnace ; 
it was even there where ye and He set tryst. That 
is an old gate of Christ’s: He keepeth the good old 
fashion with you, that was in Hosea’s days: “ There- 
fore, behold, I will allure her, and bring her into the 
wilderness, and speak to her heart” (Hos. ii. 14, 
margin). There was no talking to her heart, while 
He and she were in the fair and flourishing city, and 
at ease; but out in the cold, hungry, waste wilder- 
ness, He allured her, He whispered news into her ear 
there, and said, “Thou art Mine.” What would ye 
think of such a bode? Ye may soon do worse than 
say, ‘ Lord, hold all; Lord Jesus, a bargain be it, it 
shall not go back on my side.” 

Ye have gotten a great advantage in the way of 
heaven, that ye have started to the gate in the morn- 
ing. Like a fool, as I was, I suffered my sun to be 
high in the heaven, and near afternoon, before ever 
I took the gate by the end. I pray you now 
keep the advantage ye have. My heart, be not 
lazy ; set quickly up the brae on hands and feet, 
as if the last pickle of sand were running out of 
your glass, and death were coming to turn the 
glass. And be very careful to take heed to your 
feet, in that slippery and dangerous way of youth 
that ye are walking in. The devil and tempistions 
now have the advantage of the brae of you, and 
are upon your wand-hand, and your working-hand. 
Dry timber will soon take fire. Be covetous and 
greedy of the grace of God, and beware that it be not 
a holiness which cometh only from the cross; for too 

1 Should we not read ‘‘ doth” } 
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many are that way disposed. ‘‘ When He slew them, 
then they sought Him, and they returned and in- 
quired early after God.” ‘Nevertheless, they. did 
flatter Him with their mouth, and they lied unto Him 
with their tongues” (Ps. Ixxviii. 34, 36). It is part 
of our hypocrisy, to give God fair, white words,! when 
He hath us in His grips (if I may speak so), and to 
flatter Him till He win to the fair fields again. Try 
well green godliness, and examine what it is that ye 
love in Christ. If ye love but Christ’s sunny side, 
and would have only summer weather and a land-gate, 
not a sea-way to heaven, your profession will play you 
a slip, and the winter well will go dry again in 
summer, 

Make nosport nor bairn’s play of Christ; but labour 
for a sound and lively sight of sin, that ye may judge 
yourself an undone man, a damned slave of hell and 
of sin, one dying in your own blood, except Christ come 
and rue upon you, and take you up. And therefore, 
make sure and fast work of conversion. Cast the 
earth deep; and down, down with the old work, 
the building of confusion, that was there before; and 
let Christ lay new work, and make a new creation 
within you. Look if Christ’s rain goeth down to 
the root of your withered plants, and if His love 
wound your heart whill it bleed with sorrow for 
sin, and if ye can pant and fall aswoon, and be 
like to die for that lovely one, Jesus. I know that 
Christ will not be hid where He is; grace will ever 
speak for itself, and be fruitful in well-doing. The 
sanctified cross is a fruitful tree; it bringeth forth 
many apples. 

If I should tell you by some weak experience, what 
I have found in Christ, ye or others could hardly 
believe me. I thought not the hundredth part of 


1 Plausible speeches, 
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Christ long since, that I do now, though, alas! my 
thoughts are still infinitely below His worth. I have 
a dwining, sickly, and pained life, for a real possession 
of Him; and am troubled with love-brashes and love- 
fevers; but it is a sweet pain. I would refuse no 
conditions, not hell excepted (reserving always God’s 
hatred), to buy possession of Jesus. But, alas! I am 
not a merchant, who have any money to give for Him: 
I must either come to a good-cheap market, where 
wares are had for nothing, else I go home empty. 
But I have casten this work upon Christ to get me 
Himself. I have His faith, and truth, and promise, 
as a pawn of His, all engaged that I shall obtain that 
which my hungry desires would be at; and I esteem 
that the choice of my happiness. | And for Christ’s 
cross, especially the garland and flower of all crosses, to 
Suffer for His name, I esteem it more than I can write 
or speak to you. And I write it under mine own 
hand to you, that it is one of the steps of the ladder 
up to our country; and Christ (whoever be one) is 
still at the heavy end of this black tree, and so it is 
but as a feather to me. I need not run at leisure,! 
because of a burden on my back; my back never bare 
the like of it; the more heavily crossed for Christ, 


the soul is still the lighter for the journey. = 


Now, would to God that all cold-blooded, faint- 
hearted soldiers of Christ would look again to Jesus, 
and to His love; and when they look, I would have 
them to look again and again, and fill themselves with 
beholding of Christ’s beauty ; and I dare say then that 
Christ would come into great court and request with 
many. The virgins would flock fast about the Bride- 
groom; they would embrace and take hold of Him, 
and not let Him go. But when I have spoken of Him, 
till my head rive, I have said just nothing. I may 


1] am not obliged to run slowly. 
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begin again. A Godhead, a Godhead is a world’s 
wonder. Set ten thousand thousand new - made 
worlds of angels and- elect men, and double them in 
number, ten thousand, thousand, thousand times; let 
their heart and tongues be ten thousand thousand 
times more agile and large, than the heart and tongues 
of the seraphim that stand with six wings before Him 
(Isa. vi. 2), when they have said all for the glorifying 
and praising of the Lord Jesus, they have but spoken 
little or nothing; His love will abide all possible 
creatures’ praise. Oh, if I could wear this tongue to 
the stump, in extolling His highness! But it is my 
daily-growing sorrow, that I am confounded with His 
incomparable love, and that He doeth so great things 
for my soul, and hath got never yet anything of me 
worth the speaking of. Sir, I charge you, help me 
to praise Him; it is a shame to speak of what He 
hath done for me, and what I do to Him again. I am 
sure that Christ hath many drowned dyvours! in 
heaven beside Him; and when we are convened, man 
and angel, at the great day, in that fair last meeting, 
we are all but His drowned dyvours: it is hard to say 
who oweth Him most. If men could do no more, I 
would have them to wonder: if ye cannot be filled 
with Christ’s love, we may be filled with wondering. 

Sir, I would that I could persuade you to grow sick 
for Christ, and to long after Him, and be pained with 
love for Himself. But His tongue is in heaven who 
can do it. To Him and His rich grace I recommend 
you. 

I pray you, pray for me, and forget not to praise. 


Yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 
ABERDEEN, June 17, 1637. 


1 Drowned over head and ears in His debt. 
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To CarsLura (Kirkmabreck). 


(NECESSITY OF MAKING SURE OF SALVATION— 
VANITY OF THE WORLD— NOTHING WORTH 
HAVING BUT CHRIST—FLIGHT OF TIME.) 


Mucu Honovurep Sir,—I long to hear how your 
soul prospereth. I earnestly desire you to try how 
matters stand between your soul and the Lord. 
Think it no easy matter to take heaven by violence. 
Salvation cometh now to the most part of men in a 
night-dream. There is no scarcity of faith now, such 
as it is; for ye shall not now light upon the man 
who will not say he hath faith in Christ. But, alas! 
dreams make no man’s rights. 

Worthy Sir, I beseech you in the Lord to give 
your soul no rest till ye have real assurance, and 
Christ’s rights confirmed and sealed to your soul. 
The common faith, and country-holiness, and week- 
day zeal, that is among people, will never bring men 
to heaven. Take pains for your salvation; for in 
that day, when ye shall see many men’s labours and 
conquests and idol-riches lying in ashes, when the 
earth and all the works thereof shall be burnt with 
fire, oh how dear a price would your soul give for 
God’s favour in Christ! It is a blessed thing to 
see Christ with up-sun, and to read over your papers 
and soul-accounts with fair daylight. It will not be 
time to ery for a lamp when the Bridegroom is 
entered into His chamber, and the door shut. Fy, 
fy upon blinded and debased souls, who are commit- 
ting whoredom with this idol-clay, and hunting a poor, 
wretched, hungry heaven, a hungry breakfast, a day’s 
meat from this hungry world, with the forfeiting of 
‘God’s favour, and the drinking over their heaven 
(over the board, as men used to speak), for the 
laughter and sports of this short forenoon! All that 
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is under this vault of heaven, and betwixt us and 
death, and on this side of sun and moon, is but 
toys, night-visions, head-fancies, poor shadows, watery 
froth, godless vanities at their best, and black hearts, 
and salt and sour miseries, sugared over and con- 
fected with an hour’s laughter or two, and the conceit 
of riches, honour, vain, vain court, and lawless 
pleasures. Sir, if ye look both to the laughing side 
and to the weeping side of this world, and if ye look 
not only upon the skin and colour of things, but into 
their inwards, and the heart of their excellency, ye 
shall see that one look of Christ’s sweet and lovely 
eye, one kiss of His fairest face, is worth ten thou- 
sand worlds of such rotten stuff, as the foolish sons of 
men set their hearts upon. Oh, Siz, turn, turn your 
heart to the other side of things, and get it once free 
of these entanglements, to consider eternity, death, 
the clay bed, the grave, awsome judgment, everlasting 
burning quick in hell, where death would give as 
great a price (if there were a market, wherein death 
might be bought and sold) as all the world. Consider 
heaven and glory. But, alas! why speak I of con- 
sidering those things, which have not entered into 
the heart of man to consider? Look into those 
depths (without a bottom) of loveliness, sweetness, 
beauty, excellency, glory, goodness, grace, and mercy, 
that are in Christ; and ye shall then cry down the 
whole world, and all the glory of it, even when it is 
come to the summer-bloom; and ye shall cry, “Up 
with Christ, up with Christ’s Father, up with eternity 
of glory!” Sir, there is a great deal less sand in 
your glass than when I saw you, and your afternoon 
is nearer eventide now than it was. As a flood 
carried back to the sea, so doth the Lord’s swift post, 
Time, carry you and your life with wings to the 
grave. Ye eat and drink, but time standeth not still ; 
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ye laugh, but your day fleeth away; ye sleep, but 
your hours are reckoned and put by hand. Oh how 
soon will time shut you out of the poor, and cold, and 
hungry inn of this life! And then what will yester- 
day’s short-born pleasures do to you, but be as a 
snowball melted away many years since? Or worse! 
for the memory of these pleasures useth to fill the soul 
with bitterness. Time and experience will prove this 
to be true; and dying men, if they could speak, 
would make this good. Lay no more on the 
creatures than they are able to carry. Lay your 
soul and your weights upon God. Make Him your 
only, only Best-beloved. Your errand to this life is 
to make sure an eternity of glory to your soul, and to 
match your soul with Christ. Your love, if it were 
more than all the love of angels in one, is Christ’s 
due: other things worthy in themselves, in respect of 
Christ, are not worth a windlestraw, or a drink of 
cold water. I doubt not but in death ye shall see 
all things more distinctly, and that then the world 
shall bear no more bulk than it is worth, and that 
then it shall couch and be contracted into nothing; 
and ye shall see Christ longer, higher, broader, and 
deeper than ever He was. O blessed conquest, to 
lose all things, and to gain Christ! I know not what 
ye have, if ye want Christ! Alas! how poor is your 
gain, if the earth were all yours in free heritage, 
holding it of no man of clay, if Christ be not yours! 
Oh, seek all midses, lay all oars in the water, put 
forth all your power, and bend all your endeavours, 
to put away and part with all things, that ye may gain 
and enjoy Christ. Try and search His Word, and 
strive to go a step above and beyond ordinary pro- 
fessors; and resolve to sweat more and run faster 
than they do, for salvation. _Men’s midway, cold, and 
wise courses in godliness, and their neighbour-like, 
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cold, and wise pace to heaven, will cause many a man 
to want his lodging at night, and to lie in the fields. 
I recommend Christ and His love to your seeking ; 
and yourself to the tender mercy and rich grace of 
our Lord. 

Remember my love in Christ to your wife. I 
desire her to learn to make her soul’s anchor fast 
upon Christ Himself. Few are saved. Let her 
consider what joy the smiles of God in Christ will be, 
and what the love-kisses of sweet, sweet Jesus, and a 
welcome home to the New Jerusalem from Christ’s 
own mouth will be to her soul, when Christ will fold 
together the clay tent of her body, and lay it by His 
hand for a time, till the fair morning of the general 
resurrection. I avouch before God, man, and angel, 
that I have not seen, nor can imagine, a lover to be 
comparable to lovely Jesus. I would not exchange 
or niffer Him with ten heavens. If heaven could be 
without Him, what could we do there? Grace, grace 
be with you. 


Your soul’s eternal well-wisher, S. R. 
ABERDEEN, 1637. 


To CASSINCARRIE. 


(EARNESTNESS ABOUT SALVATION—CHRIST 
HIMSELF TO BE SOUGHT.) 


Mucu Honovurep Sir,—Grace, mercy, and peace be 
to you. Ihave been too long in writing to you. I 
am confident that ye have learned to prize Christ, and 
His love and favour, more than ordinary professors 
who scarce see Christ with half an eye, because their 
sight is taken up with eyeing and liking the beauty of 
this over-gilded world, that promiseth fair to all its 
lovers, but in the push of a trial, when need is, can 
give nothing but a fair beguile. 
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I know that ye are not ignorant that men come 
not to this world, as some do to a market, to see and 
to be seen ; or as some come to behold a May-game, 
and only to behold, and to go home again. Ye come 
hither to treat with God, and to tryst with Him in 
His Christ for salvation to your soul, and to seek 
recenciliation with an angry, wrathful God, in a 
covenant of peace made to you in Christ; and this is 
more than ordinary sport, or the play that the greatest 
part of the world give their heart unto. And, there- 
fore, worthy Sir, I pray you, by the salvation of your 
soul, and by the mercy of God, and your compear- 
ance before Christ, do this in sad earnest, and let 
not salvation be your by-work or your holy-day’s talk 
only, or a work by the way. For men think that 
this may be done on three days’ space on a feather 
bed, when death and they are fallen in hands together, 
and that with a word or two they shall make their 
soul-matters right. Alas! this is to sit loose and 
unsure in the matters of our salvation. Nay, the 
seeking of this world, and of the glory of it, is but an 
odd! and by-errand that we may slip, so being we 
make salvation sure. Oh, when will men learn to be 
that heavenly-wise as to divorce from and free their 
soul of all idol-lovers, and make Christ the only, only 
One, and trim and make ready their lamps, while 
they have time and day! How soon will this house 
skail, and the inn, where the poor soul lodgeth, fall to 
the earth! How soon will some few years pass away ! 
and then, when the day is ended, and this life’s lease 
expired, what have men of world’s glory but dreams 
and thoughts? Oh how blessed a thing is it to labour 
for Christ, and to make Him sure! Know and try in 
time your holding of Him, and the rights and charters 
of heaven, and upon what terms ye have Christ and 

1 To be attended to at a leisure moment, 
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the Gospel, and what Christ is worth in your estima- 
tion, and how lightly ye esteem other things, and 
how dearly Christ! Iam sure, that if ye see Him in 
His beauty and glory; ye shall see Him to be all 
things, and that incomparable jewel of gold that ye 
should seek, howbeit ye should sell, wadset, and for- 
feit your few years’ portion of this life’s joys. O happy 
soul for evermore, who can rightly compare this life 
with that long-lasting life to come, and can balance 
the weighty glory of the one with the light golden 
vanity of the other! The day of the Lord is now 
near-hand, and all men shall come out in their blacks 
and whites, as they are; there shall be no borrowed 
lying colours in that day, when Christ shall be called 
Christ, and no longer nicknamed. Now men borrow 
Christ and His white colour, and the lustre and 
farding! of Christianity ; but how many counterfeit 
masks will be burned, in the day of God, in the fire 
that shall burn the earth and the works that are 
on it? And howbeit Christ have the hardest part of 
it now, yet in the presence of my Lord, whom I serve 
in the spirit, I would not niffer or exchange Christ’s 
prison, bonds, and chains, with the gold chains and 
lordly rents, and smiling and happy -like'heavens of 
the men of this world. I am far from thoughts of 
repenting because of my losses and bonds for Christ. 
I wish that all my adversaries were as I am, except 
my bonds. Worthy, worthy, worthy for evermore is 
Christ, for whom we should suffer pains like hell’s 
pains ; far more the short hell that the saints of God 
have in this life. Sir, I wish that your soul may be 
more acquainted with the sweetness of Christ. Grace, 
grace be with you. 


Yours in his only Lord and Master, 8. R. 


ABERDEEN, 1687. 
1 Fine colouring. 
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To the Lapy Larerrim. 


(CHRIST THE EXCLUSIVE OBJECT OF LOVE— 
PREPARATION FOR DEATH.) 


Misrress,—Grace, mercy, and peace be to you. I 
exhort you in the Lord, to go on in your journey to 
heaven ; and to be content with such fare by the way 
as Christ and His followers have had before you; for 
they had always the wind on their faces, and our Lord 
hath not changed the way to us for our ease, but will 
have us following our sweet Guide. Alas, how doth 
sin clog us in our journey, and retard us! What 
fools are we, to have a by-good, or any other love, or 
match, to our souls, beside Christ! It were best for 
us, like ill bairns, who are best heard at home, to seek 
our own home, and to sell our hopes of this little 
clay inn and idol of the earth, where we are neither 
well summered nor well wintered. Oh that our souls 
would so fall at odds with the love of this world, as 
to think of it as a traveller doth of a drink of water, 
which is not any part of his treasure, but goeth away 
with the using! for ten miles’ journey maketh that 
drink to him as nothing. Oh that we had as soon 
done with this world, and could as quickly despatch 
the love of it! But as a child cannot hold two apples 
in his little hand, but the one putteth the other out 
of its room, so neither can we be masters and lords 
of two loves. Blessed were we, if we could make 
ourselves master of that invaluable treasure, the love 
of Christ; or rather suffer ourselves to be mastered 
and subdued to Christ’s love, so as Christ were our 
“all things,” and all other things our nothings, and 
the refuse of our delights. Oh let us be ready for 
shipping, against the time our Lord’s wind and tide 
call for us! Death is the last thief, that will come 
without din or noisé of feet, and take our souls away, 
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and we shall take our leave of time, and face eternity ; 
and our Lord will lay together the two sides of this 
earthly tabernacle, and fold us, and lay us by, as a 


‘man layeth by clothes at night, and put the one half 


of us in a house of clay, the dark grave, and the other 
half of us in heaven or hell. Seek to be found of 
your Lord in peace, and gather in your flitting, and 
put your soul in order; for Christ will not give a 
nail-breadth of time to our little sand-glass. 

Pray for Zion, and for me, His prisoner, that He 
would be pleased to bring me amongst you again, full 
of Christ, and fraughted and loaden with the blessing 
of His Gospel. 

Grace, grace be with you. 


Yours in his only Lord and Master, S. R. 
ABERDEEN, 1637. 


To Eariston, the Younger. 


(SUFFERINGS— HOPE OF FINAL DELIVERANCE — 
THE BELIEVER IN SAFE KEEPING—THE RECOM- 
PENSE MARRED BY TEMPTATIONS.) 


Wortuy anpd Drarty BELovED IN ouR LorpD,— 
Grace, mercy, and peace be to you. I long to hear 


from you. I remain still a prisoner of hope, and do 


think it service to the Lord to wait on still with 
submission, till the Lord’s morning sky break, and His 
summer day dawn. For I am persuaded that it is a 
piece of the chief errand of our life (on which God 
sent us for some years, down to this earth, among 
devils and men, the firebrands of the devil, and 
temptations), that we might suffer for a time here 
amongst our enemies; otherwise He might have made 
heaven to wait on us, at our coming out of the womb, 
and have carried us home to our country, without let- 
ting us set down our feet in this knotty and thorny 
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life. But seeing a piece of suffering is carved to every 
one of us, less or more, as infinite Wisdom hath 
thought good, our part is to harden and habituate 
our soft and thin-skinned nature to endure fire and 
water, devils, lions, men, losses, wo hearts, as those 
that are looked upon by God, angels, men, and devils. 
Oh, what folly is it, to sit down and weep upon a 
decree of God, that is both deaf and dumb to our 
tears, and must stand still as unmovable as God who 
made it! For who can come behind our Lord, to 
alter or better what He hath decreed and done? It 
were better to make windows in our prison, and to 
look out to God and our country, heaven, and to cry 
like fettered men who long for the King’s free air, 
“Lord, let Thy kingdom come! Oh, let the Bride- 
groom come! And, O day, O fair day, O everlasting 
summer day, dawn and shine out, break out from 
under the black night sky, and shine!” I am 
persuaded that, if every day a little stone in the 
prison-walls were broken, and thereby assurance given 
to the chained prisoner, lying under twenty stone of 
irons upon arms and legs, that at length his chain 
should wear into two pieces, and a hole should be made 
at length as wide as he might come safely over to his 
long - desired liberty, he would, in patience, wait on, 
till time should hole the prison-wall and break his 
chains. The Lord’s hopeful prisoners, under their 
trials, are in that case. Years and months will take 
out, now one little stone, then another, of this house 


of clay ; and at length time shall win out the breadth. 


of a fair door, and send out the imprisoned soul to the 
free airin heaven. And time shall file off, by little and 


little, our iron bolts which are now on legs and arms, and 


outdate and wear our troubles threadbare and holey, 
and then wear them to nothing; for what I suffered 
yesterday, I know, shall never come again to trouble me, 
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Oh that we could breathe out new hope, and new 
submission every day, into Christ’s lap! For, certainly, 
a weight of glory well: weighed, yea, increasing to a 
} far more exceeding and eternal weight, shall recom- 
_ pense both weight and length of light, and clipped, and 

short-dated crosses. Our waters are but ebb, and come 
neither to our chin, nor to the stopping of our breath. 
I may see (if I would borrow eyes from Christ) dry 
land, and that near. Why then should we not laugh 
at adversity, and scorn our short-born and soon-dying 
temptations? I rejoicé in the hope of that glory to 
be revealed, for it is no uncertain glory which we look 
for. Our hope is not hung upon such an untwisted 
thread as, “I imagine so,” or “It is likely”; but the 
cable, the strong towe of our fastened anchor, is the 
oath and promise of Him who is eternal verity. Our 
salvation is fastened with God’s own hand, and with 
Christ’s own strength, to the strong stoupe of God’s 
unchangeable nature, “Iam the Lord, I change not ; 
therefore ye sons of Jacob are not consumed” (Mal. iii. 
6). We may play, and dance, and leap upon our 
worthy and immovable Rock. The ground is sure and 
good, and will bide hell’s brangling, and devil’s 
brangling, and the world’s assaults. 

Oh, if our faith could ride it out against the high 
and proud waves and winds, when our sea seemeth to 
be all on fire! Oh, how oft do I let my grips go! I 
am put to swimming and half sinking. I find that 
the devil hath the advantage of the ground in this 
battle; for he fighteth on known ground, in our 
corrupt nature. Alas! that is a friend near of kin 
and blood to himself, and will not fail to fall foul-upon 
us. And hence it is, that He who saveth to the 
uttermost, and leadeth many sons to glory, is still 
righting my salvation ; and twenty times a day I ravel 
my heaven, and then I must come with my ill-ravelled 
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work to Christ, to cumber Him (as it were) to right 
it, and to seek again the right end of the thread, and 
to fold up again my eternal glory with His own hand, 
and to give a right cast of His holy and gracious hand 
to my marred and spilled salvation. Certainly it is a 
cumbersome thing to keep a foolish child from falls, 
and broken brows, and weeping for this and that toy, 
and rash running, and sickness, and bairns’ diseases ; 
ere he win through them all, and win out of the mires, 
he costeth meikle black cumber and fashery to his. 
keepers. And so is a believer a cumbersome piece of 
work, and an ill-ravelled hesp (as we used to say), to 
Christ. But God be thanked; for many spilled 
salvations, and many ill-ravelled hesps hath Christ 
mended, since first He entered Tutor to lost mankind. 
Oh, what could we bairns do without Him! How 
soon would we mar all! But the less of our weight 
be upon our own feeble legs, and the more that we 
be on Christ the strong Rock, the better for us. It is 
good for us that ever Christ took the cumber off us ; 
it is our heaven to lay many weights and burdens upon 
Christ, and to make Him all we have, root and top, be- 
ginning and ending of our salvation. Lord, hold us here. 
Now to this Tutor, and rich Lord, I recommend you. 
Hold fast till He come ; and remember His prisoner. 
Grace, grace be with you. 


Yours in his and your Lord Jesus, 8. R. 
ABERDEEN, 1637. 


To the Larrp oF CALLy. 


(SPIRITUAL SLOTH — DANGER OF COMPROMISE — 
SELF, THE ROOT OF ALL SIN—SELF-RENUNCIA- 
TION.) 


Mucnu Honourep S1r,—Grace, mercy, and peace 
be to you. I-long to hear how your soul prospereth, 


82 LETTERS OF SAMUEL RUTHERFORD 


I have that confidence that your soul mindeth Christ 
and salvation. I beseech you, in the Lord, to give 
more pains and diligence to fetch heaven than the 
country-sort of lazy professors, who think their own 
faith and their own godliness, because it is their own, 
best; and content themselves with a coldrife custom 
and Counse, with a resolution to summer and winter in 
that sort of profession which the multitude and the 
times favour most; and are still shaping and clipping 
and carving their faith, according as it may best stand 
with their summer sun and a whole skin; and so 
breathe out hot and cold in God’s matters, according 
to the course of the times. This is their compass 
which they sail towards heaven by, instead of a better. 
Worthy and dear Sir, separate yourself from such, 
and bend yourself to the utmost of your strength and 
breath, in running fast for salvation ; and, in taking 
Christ’s kingdom, use violence. It cost Christ and all 
His followers sharp showers and hot sweats, ere they 
won to the top of the mountain; but still our soft 
nature would have heaven coming to our bedside when 
we are sleeping, and lying down with us that we 
might go to heaven in warm clothes. But all that 
came there found wet feet by the way, and sharp 
storms that did take the hide off their face, and found 
tos and fros, and ups and downs, and many enemies 
by the way. 

It is impossible that a man can take his Tae to 
heaven with him; such wares as these will not be 
welcome there. Oh, how loath are we to forego our 
packalds and burdens, that hinder us to run our race 
with patience! It is no small work to displease and 
anger nature, that we may please God. Oh, if it be 
hard to win one foot, or half an inch, out of our own 
will, out of our own wit, out of our own ease and 
worldly lusts (and so to deny ourself, and to say, “ It 
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is not I but Christ, not I but grace, not I but God’s 
glory, not I but God? s love constraining me, not I but 


the Lord’s.word, not I but Christ’s commanding power : 


as King in me! ») oh, what pains, and what a death is 
it to nature, to turn me, myself, my lust, my ease, my 
credit, over into, “ My Lord, my Saviour, my. King, 
and my God, my ‘Lord’s will, my Lord’s grace!” But, 


alas! that idol, that whorish creature, 7 yself, is the. 


master-idol we all bow to. What made Eve miscairy ? 
and what hurried her headlong upon the forbidden 
fruit, but that wretched thing “herself ? What drew 
that brother-murderer to kill Abel? That wild! Adm- 
self. What drove the old world on to corrupt their 
ways? Who, but themselves, and their own pleasure ? 
What was the cause of Solomon’s falling into idolatry 
and multiplying of strange wives? What, but himself, 
whom he would rather pleasure than God? What was 
the hook that took David and snared him first in 
adultery, but his se//dust? and then in murder, but 
his self-credit and self-honour? What led Peter on to 
deny his Lord? Was it not a piece of himself, and 
self-love to a whole skin? What made Judas sell his 
Master for thirty pieces of money, but a piece of self- 
love, idolising of avaricious self? What made Demas 
to go off the way of the Gospel, to embrace this present 
world? Even se/flove and love of gain for himself. 
Every man blameth the devil for his sins; but the 
great devil, the house-devil of every man, the house- 
devil that eateth and lieth in every man’s bosom, is 
that idol that killeth all, himself. Oh, blessed are 
they who can deny themselves, and put Christ in the 
room of themselves! Oh, would to the Lord that I 
had not a myself, but Christ ; nor a my lust, but 
Christ ; nor a my ease, but Christ ; nor a.my honour, 
but Christ! O sweet word! “7 liye no more,. but 
- 1 Untamed, unruly, 
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Christ liveth in me!” (Gal. ii. 20). Oh, if every one 
would put away himself, his own self, his own ease, 
his own pleasure, his own credit, and his own twenty 
things, his own hundred things, which he setteth up, 
as idols, above Christ! Dear Sir, I know that ye will 
be looking back to your old self, and to your self-lust, 
and self-idol, which ye set up in the lusts of youth 
above Christ. 

Worthy Sir, pardon this my freedom of love; God 
is my witness, that it is out of an earnest desire after 
your soul’s eternal welfare that I use this freedom of 
speech. Your sun, I know, is lower, and your evening 
sky and sunsetting nearer, than when I saw you last : 
strive to end your talk before night, and to make 
Christ yourself, and to acquaint your love and your 
heart with the Lord. Stand now by Christ and His 
truth, when so many fail foully, and are false to Him. 
I hope that ye love Him and His truth: let me have 
power with you, to confirm you in Him. [I think 
more of my Lord’s sweet cross than ef a crown of gold, 
and a free kingdom lying to it. 

Sir, I remember you in my prayers to the Lord, 
according to my promise. Help me with your prayers, 
that our Lord would be pleased to bring me amongst 
you again, with the Gospel of Christ. 

Grace, grace be with you. 


Yours in his sweetest Lord and Master, Sain 
ABERDEEN, 1637. 


To Rosert Gorpon, Bailie of Ayr. 
(THE MISERY OF MERE WORLDLY HOPE~— 
; EARNESTNESS ABOUT SALVATION.) 
Wortuy S1r,—Grace, mercy, and peace be to you. 


I long to hear from you. Our Lord is with His 
afflicted kirk, so that this Burning Bush is not con- 


LETTERS OF SAMUEL RUTHERFORD 85 


sumed to ashes. I know that submissive on-waiting 
for the Lord will at length ripen the joy and de- 
liverance of His own, who are truly blessed on-waiters. 
What is the dry and miscarrying hope of all them who 
are not in Christ, but confusion and wind? Oh, how 
pitifully and miserably are the children of this world 
beguiled, whose wine cometh home to them water, and 
their gold brass and tin! And what wonder, that 
hopes builded upon sand should fall and sink? It 
were good for us all to abandon the forlorn, and 
blasted, and withered hope which we have had in 
the creature; and let us henceforth come and drink 
water out of our own well, even the fountain of living 
waters, and build ourselves and our hope upon Christ 
our Rock. But, alas! that that natural love which 
we have to this borrowed home that we were born in, 
and that this clay city, the vain earth, should have 
the largest share of our heart! Our poor, lean, and 
empty dreams of confidence in something beside God 
are no further travelled than up and down the 
noughty ! and feckless creatures. God may say of us, 
as He said, “ Ye rejoice in a thing of nought” (Amos 
vi. 13). Surely we spin our spider’s web with pain, 
and build our rotten and tottering house upon a lie, 
and falsehood, and vanity. 

Oh, when will we learn to have thoughts higher 
than the sun and moon! and learn our joy, hope, con- 
fidence, and our soul’s desires to look up to our best 
country, and to look down to clay tents, set up for a 
night’s lodging or two in this uncouth land! and 
laugh at our childish conceptions and imaginations 
that suck our joy out of creatures—wo, sorrow, losses, 
and grief! O sweetest Lord Jesus! O fairest God- 
head! O Flower of men and angels! why are we 


1Jn which there is nothing. Other editions read “‘ naughty,” 
1,é. evil, 
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such strangers to, and far-off beholders of, Thy glory ? 
Oh, it were our happiness for evermore, that God 
would cast a pest, a botch, a leprosy, upon our part of 
this great whore, a fair and well-busked world, that 
clay might no longer deceive us! But oh that God 
may burn and blast our hope hereaway, rather than 
that our hope should live to burn us! Alas! the 
wrong side of Christ (to speak so), His black side, 
His suffering side, His wounds, His bare coat, His 
wants, His wrongs, the oppressions of men done to 
Him, are turned towards men’s eyes; and they see 
‘not the best and fairest side of\Christ, nor see they 
His amiable face and His beauty, that men and angels 
wonder at. 

Sir, lend your thoughts to these things, and learn 
to contemn this world, and to turn your eyes and 
heart away from beholding the masked beauty of all 
things under time’s law and doom. See Him who is 
invisible, and His invisible things. Draw by the cur- 
tain, and look in with liking and longing to a kingdom 
undefiled, that fadeth not away, reserved for you in 
the heaven. This is worthy of your pains, and worthy 
of your soul’s sweating, and labouring, and seeking 
after, night and day. Fire will fly over the earth and 
all that is in it; even destruction from the Almighty. 
Fy, fy, upon that hope, that shall be dried up by the 
‘root! Fy upon the drunken night-bargains, and the 
drunken and mad covenants that sinners make with 
death and. hell after cups, and when men’s souls are 
‘mad and drunken with the love of this lawless -life. 
They think. to make a nest for their hopes, and take 
quarters and conditions of hell and death, that they 
shall have ease, long life, peace; and in the morning, 
when the last.trumpet shall awake them, then they 
rue the block. It is time, and high time, for you to 
think upon death and your accounts, and to remember 
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what ye are, and where ye will be before the year 
of our Lord 1700. I hope ye are thinking upon this. 
Pull at your soul, and draw it aside from the com- 
pany that it is with and round, and whisper into it 
news of eternity, death, judgment, heaven, and hell. 
Grace, grace be with you. 


Yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, 8. R. 
ABERDEEN, 1637. 


To Mr. ALEXANDER COLVILLE of Blair. 


(REGRETS FOR NOT BEING ABLE TO PREACH— 
LONGINGS FOR CHRIST.) 


Mucu Honourep S1r,—Grace, mercy, and peace be 
to you. I would desire to know how my lord took 
my letter, which I sent him, and how he is. I desire 
nothing, but that he may be fast and honest to my 
royal Master and King. 

I am well every way, all praise to Him in whose 
books I must stand for ever as His debtor! Only my 
silence paineth me. I had one joy out of heaven, next 
to Christ my Lord, and that was to preach Him to this 
faithless generation ; and they have taken that from 
me. It was to me as the poor man’s one eye, and they 
have put out that eye. I know that the violence done 
to me, and His poor bereft bride, is come up before the 
Lord ; and, suppose that I see not the other side of my 
cross, or what my Lord will bring out of it, yet I 
believe that the vision shall not tarry, and that Christ 
is on His journey for my deliverance. He goeth not 
slowly, but passeth over ten mountains at one stride, 
In the meantime, I am pained with His love, because 
I want real possession. When Christ cometh, He 
stayeth not long; but certainly, the blowing of His 
breath upon a poor soul is heaven upon earth; and 
when the wind turneth into the north, and He goeth 


88 LETTERS OF SAMUEL RUTHERFORD 


away, I die, till the wind change into the west, and 
He visit His prisoner. But He holdeth me not often 
at His door. I am richly repaid for suffering for Him. 
Oh, if all Scotland were as I am, except my bonds! 
Oh, what pain I have, because I cannot get Him praised 
by my sufferings! Oh that heaven (within and with- 
out) and the earth were paper, and all the rivers, 
fountains, and seas were ink, and I able to write all 
the paper (within and without) full of His praises, 
and love, and excellency, to be read by man and angel ! 
Nay, this is little; I owe my heaven to Christ; and 
do desire, howbeit I should never enter in at the gates 
of the New Jerusalem, to send my love and my praises 
over the wall to Christ. Alas, that time and days lie 
betwixt Him and me, and adjourn our meeting! It is 
my part to cry, “Oh, when will the night be past, and 
the day dawn, that we shall see one another!” 

Be pleased to remember my service to my lord, to 
whom I wrote; and show him that, for his affection to 
me, I cannot but pray for him, and earnestly desire 
that Christ miss him not out of the roll of those who 
are His witnesses, now when His kingly honour is 
called in question. It is his honour to hold up Christ’s 
royal train, and to be an instrument to hold the crown 
upon Christ’s head. Show him, because I love his true 
ter and standing, that this is my earnest desire for 

im. 

Now I bless you ; and the prayers of Christ’s prisoner 
come upon you; and His sweetest presence, whom ye 
serve in the spirit, accompany you. 


Yours at all obliged obedience in Christ, 


S. R. 
ABERDEEN, June 23, 1637, 
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To WiuLiaAmM GLENDINNING. 


(SEARCH INTO CHRIST’S LOVELINESS—WHAT HE 
WOULD SUFFER TO SEE IT—CHRIST’S COMING 
TO DELIVER.) 


Dear Brorner,—Ye are heartily welcome to that 
honour that Christ hath made common to us both, 
which is to suffer for His name. Verily I think it my 
garland and crown ; and if the Lord should ask of me 
my blood and life for this cause, I would gladly, in His 
strength, pay due debt to Christ’s honour and glory, 
in that kind. Acquaint yourself with Christ’s love, 
and ye shall not miss to find new golden mines and 
treasures in Christ. Nay, truly, we but stand beside 
Christ, we go not in to Him to take our fill of Him. 
But if He would do two things—(1) draw the curtains, 
and make bare His holy face; and then (2) clear our 
dim and bleared eyes, to see His beauty and glory, 
He should find many lovers. I would seek no more 
happiness than a sight of Him so near-hand, as to see, 
hear, smell, and touch, and embrace Him. But oh 
closed doors, and vails, and curtains, and thick clouds 
hold me in pain, while I find the sweet burning of His 
love, that many waters cannot quench! Oh, what sad 
hours have I, when I think that the love of Christ 
scaureth at me, and bloweth by me! If my Lord 
Jesus would come to bargaining for His love, I think 
He might make the price Himself. I should not refuse 
ten thousand years in hell, to have a wide soul enlarged 
and made wider, that I might be exceedingly, even to 
the running-over, filled with His love. Oh, what am 
I, to love such a One, or to be loved by that high and 
lofty One! I think the angels may blush to look upon 
Him ; and what am I, to fyle such infinite brightness 
with my sinful eyes! Oh that Christ would come near, 
and stand still, and give me leave to look upon Him! 


a 


}y 
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for to look seemeth the poor man’s privilege, since he 
may, for nothing and without hire, behold the sun. I 
should have a king’s life, if I had no other thing to do, 
than for evermore to behold and eye my fair Lord Jesus: 
nay, suppose I were holden out at heaven’s fair entry, I 
should be happy for evermore, to look through a hole in 
the door, and see my dearest and fairest Lord’s face. O 
great King, why standest Thou aloof? Why remainest 
Thou beyond the mountains? O Well-beloved, why 
dost Thou pain a poor soul with delays? A long time 
out of Thy glorious presence is two deaths and two hells 
tome. We must meet, I must see Him, I dow not want 
Him. Hunger and longing for Christ hath brought on 
such a necessity of enjoying Christ, that, cost me what 
it will, I cannot but assure Christ that I will not, I dow 
not want Him; forl cannot master nor command Christ’s 
love. Nay, hell (as I now think), and all the pains in 
it, laid on me alone, would not put me from loving. 
Yea, suppose that my Lord Jesus would not love me, it 
is above my strength or power to keep back or imprison 
the weak love which I have, but it must be out to 
Christ. I would set. heaven’s joy aside, and live upon 
Christ’s love its lone. Let me have no joy but the 
warmness and fire of Christ’s love; I seek no other, 
God knoweth. If this love be taken from me, the 
bottom is fallen out of all my happiness and joy; and, 
therefore, I believe that Christ will never do me that 
much harm, as to bereave a poor prisoner of His love. 
It were cruelty to take it from me; and He, who is 
kindness itself, cannot be cruel. 

Dear brother, weary not of my sweet Master’s chains; 
we are so much the sibber to Christ that we suffer. 
Lodge not a hard thought of my royal King, Rejoice 
in His cross. Your deliverance sleepeth not. He that 
will come is not slack of His promise. Wait on for 
God’s timeous salvation ; ask not when, or how long ? 
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I hope He shall see nothing of you in the furnace, but 
dross. Commit your cause in meekness (forgiving your 
oppressors) to God, and your sentence shall come back 
from Him laughing. Our Bridegroom’s day is posting 
fast on ; and this world, that seemeth to go with a long 


and a short foot, shall be put into two ranks. Wait 


till your ten days (Rev. ii. 10) be ended, and hope 
for the crown. Christ will not give you a blind in 
the end. 

Commend me to your wife and father, and to Bailie 
M. A.; and send this letter to him. 

The prayers of Christ’s prisoner be upon you, and 
the Lord’s presence accompany you. 


Yours in His sweet Lord Jesus, 8. R. 
ABERDEEN, July 6, 1637. 


To Rospert Lennox of Disdove. 


MEN'S FOLLY IN UNDERVALUING CHRIST—IT IS 
HE THAT SATISFIETH—ADMIRATION OF HIM.) 


Dear BrotHer,—Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you. I beseech you in the Lord Jesus, make fast 
and sure work of life eternal. Sow not rotten seed: 
every man’s work will speak for itself, what his seed 
hath been. Oh, how many see I, who sow to the 
flesh! Alas, what a crop will that be, when the Lord 
shall put in His hook to reap this world that is ripe 
and white for judgment ! 

I recommend to you holiness and sanctification, and 
that you keep yourself clean from this present evil 
world. We delight to tell our own dreams, and to 
flatter our own flesh with the hope which we have. 
It were wisdom for us to be free, plain, honest, and 
sharp with our own souls, and to charge them to brew 
better, that they may drink well, and fare well, when 
time is melted away like snow in a hot summer, Oh, 
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how hard a thing is it, to get the soul to give up with 
all things on this side of death and doomsday! We 
say that we are removing and going from this world ; 
but our heart stirreth not one foot off its seat. Alas! 
I see few heavenly-minded souls, that have nothing 
upon the earth but their body of clay going up and 
down this earth, because their soul and the powers of 
it are up in heaven, and there their hearts live, desire, 
enjoy, rejoice. Oh! men’s souls have no wings; and, 
therefore, night and day they keep their nest, and are 
not acquainted with Christ. Sir, take you to your one 
thing, to Christ, that ye may be acquainted with the 
taste of His sweetness and excellency; and charge 
your love not to dote upon this world, for it will not 
do your business in that day, when nothing will come 
in good stead to you but God’s favour. Build upon 
Christ some good, choice, and fast work; for when 
your soul for many years hath taken the play, and hath 
posted, and wandered through the creatures, ye will 
come home again with the wind! They are not good, 
at least not the soul’s good. It is the infinite Godhead 
that must allay the sharpness of your hunger after 
happiness, otherwise there shall still be a want of 
satisfaction to your desires: and if He should cast. in 
ten worlds into your desires, all shall fall through, and 
your soul will still ery, “Red hunger! black hunger!” 
But I am sure there is sufficient for you in Christ, if 
ye had seven souls and seven desires in you. 

Oh, if I could make my Lord Jesus market-sweet, 
lovely, desirable, and fair to all the world, both to Jew 
and Gentile! Oh, let my part of heaven go for it, so 
being He would take my tongue to be His instrument, 
to set out Christ in His whole braveries of love, virtue, 
grace, sweetness, and matchless glory, to the eyes and 
hearts of Jews and Gentiles! But who is sufficient 

i Like a ship running before the wind. 
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for these things? Oh, for the help of angels’ tongues, 
to make Christ eye-sweet and amiable to many 
thousands! Oh, how little doth this world see of 
Him, and how far are they from the love of Him, 
seeing there is so much loveliness, beauty, and sweet- 
ness in Christ, that no created eye did ever yet see! 
I would that all men knew His glory, and that I 
could put many in at the Bridegroom’s chamber-door, 
to see His beauty, and to be partakers of His high, 
and deep, and broad, and boundless love. Oh, let all 
the world come nigh and see Christ, and they shall 
then see more than I can say of Him! Oh, if I had 
a pledge or pawn to lay down for a seaful of His love! 
that I could come by so much of Christ, as would 
satisfy greening and longing for Him, or rather increase 
it, till 1 were in full possession! I know that we shall 
meet ; and therein I rejoice. 

Sir, stand fast in the truth of Christ that ye have 
received. Yield to no winds, but ride out, and let 
Christ be your anchor, and the only He, whom ye 
shall look to see in peace. Pray for me, His prisoner, 
that the Lord would send me among you to feed His 
people. Grace, grace be with you. 


Yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, Saks 
ABERDEEN, 1637. 


To Mr. Huca Macxatt of Irvine. 


(ADVANTAGES OF OUR WANTS AND DISTEMPERS 
—CHRIST UNSPEAKABLE.) 


REVEREND AND DEAR BrorHErR,—Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you. I received your letter. I bless you 
for it. 

My dry root would take more dew and summer's 
rain than it getteth, were it not that Christ will have 
dryness and deadness in us to work upon. If there 
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were no timber to work upon, art would die, and never 
be seen. I see that grace hath a field, to play upon 
and to course up and down, in our wants; so that I 
am often thanking God, not for guiltiness, but for 
guiltiness for Christ to whet and sharpen His grace: 
upon. Iam half content to have boils for the sake of: 
the plasters of my Lord Jesus. Sickness hath this’ 
advantage, that it draweth our sweet Physician’s - 
hand, and His holy and soft fingers, to touch our- 


_ withered and leper skins. It is a blessed fever that 


fetcheth Christ to the bedside. I think my Lord’s 
“How doest thou with it, sick body?” is worth all 
my pained nights. Surely, I have no more for Christ 
than emptiness and want; take or leave, He will 
get me no otherwise. I must sell myself and my 
wants to Him; but I have no price to give for Him. 
If He would put a fair and real seal upon His love to 
me, and bestow upon me a larger share of Christ’s 
love (which I would fainest be in hands with of 
anything ; I except not heaven itself), I should go on 
sighing and singing under His cross. But the worst 
is, many take me for somebody, because the wind 
bloweth upon a withered prisoner; but the truth is, 
that I am both lean and thin in that, wherein many 
believe I abound. I would, if bartering were in my 
power, niffer joy with Christ’s love and faith, and, 
instead of the hot sunshine, be content to walk under 
a cloudy shadow with more grief and sadness, to have 
more faith, and a fair occasion of setting forth and 
commending Christ, and to make that lovely One, that 
fair One, that sweetest and dearest Lord Jesus, market- 
sweet for many ears and hearts in Scotland. And, 
if it were in my power, to roup Christ to the three 
kingdoms, and withal persuade buyers to come, and 
to take such sweet wares. as Christ, I would think to. 
haye many sweet bargains betwixt Christ and the 
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sons of men. I would that I could be humble and go 
with a low sail; I would that I had desires with 
wings, and running upon wheels, swift, and active, 
and speedy, in longing for Christ’s honour, But I 
know that my Lord is as wise here as I dow be 
thirsty ; and infinitely more zealous of His honour 
than I can be hungry for the manifestation of it to 
men and angels. But oh that my Lord would take 
my desires off my hand, and a thousandfold more 
unto them, and sow spiritual inclinations upon them, 
for the coming of Christ’s kingdom to the sons of 
men, that they might be higher, and deeper, and 
longer, and broader! For my longest measures are 
too short for Christ, my depth is ebb, and the breadth 
of my affections to Christ narrowed and pinched. 
Oh for an ingine and a wit, to prescribe ways to men 
how Christ might be all, in all the world! Wit is 
here behind affection, and affection behind obligation. 
Oh, how little dow I give to Christ, and how much 
hath He given me! Oh that I could sing grace’s 
praises, and love’s praises! seeing that I was like a 
fool soliciting the Law, and making moyen to the 
Law’s court for mercy, and found challenges that way. 
But now I deny that judge’s power; for I am Grace’s 
man. I hold not worth a drink of water, the Law, or 
any lord but Jesus :—and till I bethought me of this, 
I was slain with doubtings, and fears, and terrors. 
I praise the new court, and the new landlord, and the 
new salvation, purchased in the name of Jesus and at 
His instance. Let the Old Man, if he please, go make 
his moan to the Law, and seek acquaintance thereaway, 
because he is condemned in that court; I hope that 
the New Man (I and Christ together) will not be 
heard ;! and this is the more soft and the more easy 
way for me and for my cross together. Seeing that 
1 Not be heard lifting up His voice in that court of the Law. 
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Christ singeth my welcome home, and taketh me in, 
and maketh short accounts and short work of reckon- 
ing betwixt me and: my Judge, I must be Christ’s 
man, and His tenant, and subject to His court. J am 
sure that suffering for Christ could not be borne 
otherwise ; but I give my hand and my faith to all 
who would suffer for Christ, that they shall be well 
handled, and fare well in the same way, that I have 
found the cross easy and light. Grace be with you. 


Yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, 8S. R. 
ABERDEEN, July 8, 1687, 


To ALEXANDER GoRDON of Garloch. 
(FREE GRACE FINDING ITS MATERIALS IN US.) 


Drar Broraer,—Grace, mercy, and peace be to 
you. If Christ were as I am, that time could work 
upon Him to alter Him, or that the morrow could 
bring a new day to Him, or bring a new mind to Him, 
as it is to me a new day, I could not keep a house or a 
covenant with Him. But I find Christ to be Christ, 
and that He is far, far, even infinite heavens’ height 
above men; and that is all our happiness. Sinners 
can do nothing but make wounds, that Christ may 
heal them; and make debts, that He may pay 
them; and make falls, that He may raise them; 
and make deaths, that He may quicken them; and 
spin out and dig hells for themselves, that He may 
ransom them. Now, I will bless the Lord that ever 
there was such a thing as the free grace of God, and a 
free ransom given for sold souls: only, alas! guiltiness 
maketh me ashamed to apply to Christ, and to think 
it pride in me to put out my unclean and withered 
hand to such a Saviour. But it is neither shame nor 
pride for a drowning man to swim to a rock, nor for 
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a shipbroken soul to run himself ashore upon Christ. 
Suppose once I be guilty,! needforce I dow not, I 
cannot, go by Christ. We take in good part that 
pride, viz. that beggars beg from the richer; and who 
so poor as we? and who so rich as He who selleth 
fine gold (Rev. iii. 18). I see, then, it is our best 
(let guiltiness plead oe it listeth) that we have no 
mean under the covering of heaven, but to creep in 
lowly and submissively with our wants to Christ. I 
have also cause to give His cross a good name and 
report. Oh, how worthy is Christ of my feckless and 
light suffering! and how hath He deserved at my 
hands that, for His honour and glory, I should lay 
my back under seven hells’ pain in one, if He call me 
to that! But, alas! my soul is like a ship run on 
ground through ebbness of water. I am sanded, and 
my love is stranded, and I find not how to bring it on 
float again. It is so cold and dead, that I see not how 
to bring it toa flame. Fy, fy upon the meeting that 
my love hath given Christ. Wo, wo is me! . I have 
a lover Christ, and yet I want love for Him! who 
beggeth my love and heart, and I have nothing to 
give Him! Dear brother, come farther in on Christ, 
and see a new treasure in Him. Come in, and look 
down, and see angels’ wonder, and heaven and earth’s 
wonder of love, sweetness, majesty, and excellency in 
Him. 

I forget you not; pray for me, that our Lord would 
be pleased to send me among you again, fraughted and 
full of Christ. Grace, grace be with you. 


Yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, Sw Rs 
ABERDEEN, 1637, 


1 Suppose for once that I were guilty, I dare not pass Christ by. 
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To Joun Bei, Hider. 


(DANGER OF TRUSTING TO A NAME—CONVERSION 
NO SUPERFICIAL WORK—EXHORTATION TO 
MAKE SURE.) 


My Very Lovine Frienp,—Grace, mercy, and 
peace be to you. I have very often and long expected 
your letter ; but if ye be well in soul and body, I am 
the less solicitous. 

I beseech you, in the Lord Jesus, to mind your 
country above; and now, when old age (the twilight 
going before the darkness of the grave, and the falling 
low of your sun before your night) is come upon you, 
advise with Christ, ere ye put your foot into the ship, 
and turn your back on this life. Many are beguiled 
with this, that they are free of scandalous and crying 
abominations; but the tree that bringeth not forth 
good fruit is for the fire. The man that is not born again 
cannot enter into the kingdom of God. Common 
honesty will not take men to heaven. Alas! that 
men should think that ever they met with Christ, who 
had never a sick night, through the terrors of God in 
their souls, or a sore heart for sin! I know that the 
Lord hath given you light, and the knowledge of His 
will; but that is not all, neither will that do your 
turn. I wish you an awakened soul, and that ye 
beguile not yourself in the matter of your salvation. 
My dear brother, search yourself with the candle of 
God, and try if the life of God and Christ be in you. 
Salvation is not casten to every man’s door. Many 
are carried over sea and land to a far country in a 
ship, while-as they sleep much of all the way ; but 
men are not landed at heaven sleeping. The righteous 
are scarcely saved ; and many run as fast as either you 
or I, who miss the prize and the crown. God send 
me salvation, and save me from a disappointment, and 
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I seek no more. Men think it but a stride, or step 
over to heaven; but, when so few are saved (even of 
a number “like the sand of the sea—but a handful 
and a remnant,” as God’s Word saith), what cause 
have we to shake ourselves, and to ask our poor soul, 
“Whither goest thou? where shalt thou lodge at 
night? where are thy charters and writs of thy 
heavenly inheritance?” Ihave known a man turna 
key in a door, and lock it by.!| Many men leap over, 
as they think, and leap in. Oh, see! see that ye give 
not your salvation a wrong cast, and think all is well, 
and leave your soul loose and uncertain. Look to 
your building, and to your ground-stone, and what 
signs of Christ are in you, and set this world behind 
your back. It is time, now in the evening, to cease 
from your ordinary work, and high time to know of 
your lodging at night. It is your salvation that is in 
dependence ; and that is a great and weighty business, 
though many make light of the matter. 

Now, the Lord enable you by His grace to work it out. 


Your lawful and loving pastor, 8. BR. 


ABERDEEN, 1637. 


To Futwoon, the Younger. 


(VANITY OF THE WORLD IN THE LIGHT OF 
DEATH AND CHRIST—THE PRESENT TRUTH 
—CHRIST’S COMING.) 


Mucu Honovurep Sir,—Grace, mercy, and peace be 
to you. Upon the report of this worthy bearer con- 
cerning you, I thought good to speak a word to you. It 
is enough for acquaintance that we are one in Christ. 

My earnest desire to you is, that ye would, in the 
fear of God, compare your inch and hand-breadth of 


1 Mislock, or turn the key so a3 to push the bolt past the socket 
into which it should have been put. 
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time with vast eternity, and your thoughts of this now 
fair, blooming, and green world, with the thoughts 
which ye will have of it when corruption and worms 
will make their house in your eye-holes, and eat your 
flesh, and make that body dry bones. If ye so do, I 
know then that your light of this world’s vanity shall 
be more clear than now it is; and I am persuaded ye 
will then think that men’s labours for this clay idol 
are to be laughed at. Therefore, come near, and take 
a view of that transparent beauty that is in Christy 
which would busy the love of ten thousand millions 
of worlds and angels, and hold them all at work. 
Surely I am grieved, that men will not spend their 
whole love upon that royal and princely Well-beloved, 
that high and lofty One; for it is cursed love that 
runneth another way than upon Him. As for myself, 
if I had ten loves and ten souls, oh, how glad would I 
be, if He would break in upon me and take possession 
of them all! Wo, wo is me, that He and J are so far 
asunder! I hope we shall be in one country and one 
house together. Truly pain of love-sickness for Jesus 
maketh me to think it long, long, long to the dawning of 
that day. Oh that He would cut short years and months 
and hours, and overleap time, that we might meet ! 
And for this truth, Sir, that ye profess, I avow 
before the world of men and angels, that it is the way, 
and the only way to our country; the rest are by- 
ways; and, that what I suffer for is the apple of 
Christ’s eye, even His honour as Lawgiver and King 
of His Church. I think death too little ere I forsook 
it! Do not, Sir, I beseech you in the Lord, make 
Christ’s court thinner by drawing back from Him (it 
is too thin already); for I dare pledge my heaven 


1“ Hre I could be induced to forsake what concerns His honour, 


l ane be made to suffer something far more and worse than 
eath,” 
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upon it, that He will win His plea, and that the fools 
who plea ayainst Him shall lose the wager, which is 
their part of salvation, except they take better heed 
to their ways. Sir, free grace, that we give no hire 
for, is a jewel that our Lord giveth to few. Stand 
fast in the hope that you are called unto. Our 
Master will rend the clouds, and will be upon us 
quickly, and clear our cause, and bring us all out in 
our blacks and whites. Clean, clean garments, in the 
Bridegroom’s eye, are of great worth. Step over this 
hand-breadth of world’s glory into our Lord’s new 
world of grace, and ye will laugh at the feathers that 
children are chasing in the air. I verily judge, that 
this inn, which men are building their nest in, is not 
worth a drink of cold water. It is a rainy and smoky 
house: best we come out of it, lest we be choked with 
the smoke thereof. Oh that my adversaries knew how 
sweet my sighs for Christ are, and what it is for a 
sinner to lay his head between Christ’s breasts, and 
to be over head and ears in Christ’s love! Alas, I 
cannot cause paper to speak the height, and breadth, 
and depth of it! Ihave not a balance to weigh the 
worth of my Lord Jesus. Heaven, ten heavens, would 
not be the beam of a balance to weigh Him in. I 
must give over praising Him. Angels see but little 
of Him. Oh, if that fair One would take the mask off 
His fair face, that I might see Him! A kiss of Him 
through His mask is half a heaven. O day, dawn! 
O time, run fast! O Bridegroom, post, post fast, that 
we may meet! O heavens, cleave in two, that that 
bright face and head may set itself through the clouds! 
Oh that the corn were ripe, and this world prepared 
for His hook! Sir, be pleased to remember a prisoner’s 
bonds. Grace be with you. 
Yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. BR. 
ABERDEEN, July 10, 1637. 
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To his Reverend and Dear Brother, Mr. Ropert Buatir. 


(PERSONAL UNWORTHINESS—GOD'S GRACE— 
PRAVER FOR OTHERS.) 


REVEREND AND Dear BrotuEer,—The reason ye 
give for not writing to me affecteth me much, and 
giveth me a dash, when such an one as ye conceive 
an opinion of me, or of anythingin me. The truth 
is, when I come home to myself, oh, what penury do 
I find, and how feckless is my supposed stock, and 
how little have I! He to whom I am as crystal, and 
who seeth through me, and perceiveth the least mote 
that is in me, knoweth that I speak what I think and 
am convinced of: but men cast me through a gross 
and wide sieve. My very dear brother, the room of 
the least of all saints is too great for the like of me. 
But lest this should seem art to fetch home reputation, 
I speak no more of it. It is my worth to be Christ’s 
ransomed sinner and sick one. His relation to me is, 
that I am sick, and He is the Physician of whom I 
stand in need. Alas! how often play I fast and loose 
with Christ! He bindeth, I loose; He buildeth, I 
cast down; He trimmeth up a salvation for me, and I 
mar it; I cast out with Christ, and He agreeth with 
me again, twenty times a day; I forfeit my kingdom 
and heritage, I lose what I had; but Christ is at my 
back, and following on, to stoop and take up what falleth 
from me. Were I in heaven, and had the crown on 
my head, if free-will were my tutor, I should lose 
heaven. Seeing I lose myself what wonder I should 
let go, and lose Jesus, my Lord? Oh, well to me for 
evermore, that I have cracked my credit with Christ, 
and cannot by law at all borrow from Him, upon my 
feckless and worthless bond and faith! For my faith 
and reputation with Christ is, that I am a creature 
that God will not put any trust into. I was, and am, 


LETTERS OF SAMUEL RUTHERFORD 103 ~ 


bewildered with temptations, and wanted a guide to 
heaven. Oh what have I to say of that excellent, 
surpassing, and. supereminent thing, they call, The 
grace of God, the way of free redemption in Christ! 
And when poor, poor I, dead in law, was sold, fettered, 
and imprisoned in justice’s closet-ward, which is hell 
and damnation; when I, a wretched one, lighted 
upon noble Jesus, eternally kind Jesus, tender-hearted 
Jesus (nay, when He lighted upon me first, and knew 
me), I found that He scorned to take a price, or any- 
thing like hire, of angels, or seraphim, or any of His 
ereatures. And, therefore, I would praise Him for 
this, that the whole army of the redeemed ones sit 
rent-free in heaven. Our holding is better than 
blench: we are all freeholders. And seeing that our 
eternal feu-duty is but thanks, oh woful me! that I 
have but spilled thanks, lame, and broken, and mis- 
carried praises, to give Him. And so my silver is not 
good and current with Christ, were it not that free 
merits have stamped it, and washen it and me both! 
And for my silence I see somewhat better through it 
now. If my high and lofty One, my princely and 
royal Master, say, ‘‘ Hold, hold thy peace, I lay bonds 
on thee, thou must speak none,” I would fain be con- 
tent, and let my fire be smothered under ashes, with- 
out light or flame! I cannot help it. I take laws 
from my Lord, but I give none. 

As for your journey to F.,1 ye do well to follow it. 
The camp is Christ’s ordinary bed. A carried bed is 
kindly to the Beloved, down in this lower house. It 
may be (and who knoweth but) our Lord hath some 
centurions, whom ye are sent to. Seeing your angry 


1 This probably means France, as Mr. Blair at this time resolved 
to go to that country as chaplain in Colonel Hepburn’s regiment. 
He embarked at Leith, but seeing the excessive wickedness of some 
of the men, abandoned the enterprise, and returned to Edinburgh 
(Row’s Continuation of Blair's Infe, pp. 151-153). 
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mother denieth you lodging and houseroom with her, 
Christ’s call to unknown faces must be your second 
wind, seeing ye cannot have a first.! Oh that our 
Lord would water again with a new visit this piece- 
withered and dry hill of our widow, Mount Zion. 

My dear brother, I shall think it comfort, if ye 
speak my name to our Well-beloved. Wherever ye 
are, 1 am mindful of you. Oh that the Lord would 
yet make the light of the moon in Scotland as the 
light of the sun, and the light of the sun sevenfold 
brighter. For myself, as yet I have received no answer 
whither to go. I wait on. Oh that Jesus had my 
love! Let matters frame as they list, I have some 
more to do with Christ; yet I would fain we were 
nearer. 

Now the great shepherd of the sheep, the very God 
of peace, establish and confirm you till the day of His 
coming. 


Yours in his lovely and sweet Lord Jesus, 8. R. 
ABERDEEN, Sept. 9, 1637. 


To Witam Rice of Athernie. 


(THE LAW—GRACE—CHALKING OUT PROVIDENCES 
FOR OURSELVES—PRESCRIBING TO HIS LOVE.) 


Mucu Honovrep anp Wortuy Sir,—Your letter, 
full of complaints, bemoaning your guiltiness, hath 
humbled me. But give me leave to say that ye seem 
to be too far upon the law’s side. Ye will not gain 


1Jn his Christ Dying and Drawing, p. 534 (1727), he uses the 
same figurative language: ‘“‘Compelled to arrive with a second 
wind, as a crossed seaman-——-who should have had the west wind, 
but finds the east wind is blowing, and so must just make the best 
of this second wind.” You cannot get the favour of your mother, 
the Church, which would have been a first wind to you, according 
to your desire; therefore, sail with this other wind, to wit, this 
call in Providence to visit foreign lands, 
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much to be the law’s advocate. I thought ye had 
not been the law’s but grace’s man; nevertheless, I 
am sure that ye desire to take God’s part against 
yourself. Whatever your guiltiness be, yet, when it 
falleth into the sea of God’s mercy, it is but like a 
drop of blood fallen into the great ocean. There is 
nothing here to be done, but to let Christ’s doom 
light on “the old man,” and lect him bear his condemna- 
tion, seeing in Christ he was condemned; for the law 
hath but power over your worst half. Let the blame, 
therefore, lie where the blame should be; and let the 
new mani be sure to say, “I am comely as the tents of 
Kedar, howbeit I be black and sunburnt, by sitting 
neighbour beside a body of sin.” I seek no more 
here than room for grace’s defence, and Christ’s white 
throne, whereto a sinner, condemned by the law, may 
appeal. But the use that I make of it is, I am sorry 
that I am not so tender and thin-skinned ;! though I 
am sure that Christ may find. employment for His 
calling in me, if in any living, seeing, from my youth 
upward, I have been making up the blackest process 
that any minister in the world, or any other, can | 
answer to. And, when I had done this, I painted a 
providence of my own, and wrote ease for myself, and 
a peaceable ministry, and the sun shining on me, till 
I should be in at heaven’s gates; such green and raw 
thoughts had-I of God! I thought also of a sleeping 
devil, that would pass by the like of me, lying in 
muirs and outfields; so I bigged the gowk’s nest, 
and dreamed of dying at ease, and living in a fool’s 
paradise. But since I came hither, I am often so as 
they would have much rhetoric that could persuade 
me, that Christ hath not written wrath on my dumb 
and silent Sabbaths; which is a persecution of the 


1The use I make of your letter is, it humbles me that I am not 
so tender as you, and “‘ thin-skinned,” 1.e, easily made to feel. 
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latest edition, being used against none in this land, 
that I can learn of, besides me. And often I lie under 
a non-entry, and would gladly sell all my joys to be 
confirmed free tenant of the King Jesus, and to have 
sealed assurances: but I see often blank papers. 
And my greatest desires are these two:—1. That 
Christ would take me in hand to cure me, and under- 
take for a sick man. I know that I should not die 
under His‘hand. And yet in this, while I still doubt, 
I believe through a cloud that sorrow (which hath no 
eyes) hath but puta vail on Christ’slove. 2. It pleaseth 
Him often, since I came hither, to come with some 
short blinks of His sweet love. And then, because I 
have none to help me to praise His love, and can do 
Him no service in my own person (as I once thought 
I did in His temple), I die with wishes and desires to 
take up house and dwell at the well-side, and to have 
Him praised and set on high. But, alas! what can 
the like of me do, to get a good name raised upon 
my well-beloved Lord Jesus, suppose I could desire 
to be suspended for ever of my part of heaven, for 
His glory? I am sure, if I could get my will of 
. Christ’s love, and could once be over “head and ears 
in the believed, apprehended, and seen love of the 
Son of God, it were the fulfilling of the desires of the 
only happiness I would be at. But the truth is, I 
hinder my communion with Him, because of the want 
of both faith and repentance, and because I will make 
an idol of Christ’s kisses. I will neither lead nor 
drive,!. except I see Christ’s love run in my channel; 
and when I wait and look for Him the upper way, I 
see His wisdom is pleased to play me a slip, and come 
the lower way. So that I have not the right art of 
guiding Christ; for there is art and wisdom required 
in guiding of Christ’s love aright when we have gotten 
1 Be forced along; ‘‘ drive,” as a neuter verb. 
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it. Oh, how far are His ways above mine? Oh, 
how little of Him do I see! And when I am as dry 
as a burnt heath in a drouthy summer, and when my 
root is withered, howbeit I think then that I would 
drink a seaful of Christ’s love, ere ever I would let 
the cup go from my head, yet I get nothing but 
delays, as if He would make hunger my daily food. 
I think myself also hungered of hunger. The rich 
Lord Jesus satisfy a famished man. Grace be 
with you. 
Your own in his sweet Lord Jesus, Deak: 


ABERDEENQ Sept, 10, 1637. 


To Mr. Joun FERGUSHILL. 


(SPIRITUAL LONGINGS UNDER CHRIST’S CROSS— 
HOW TO BEAR IT—CHRIST PRECIOUS, AND TO 
BE HAD WITHOUT MONEY—THE CHURCH.) 


REVEREND AND WELL-BELOVED IN ouR Lorp JEsus,— 
I must still provoke you to write by my lines. 
Whereat ye need not wonder, for the cross is full of 
talk, and speak it must, either good or bad: neither 
can grief be silent. 

I have no dittay nor indictment to bring against 
Christ’s cross, seeing He hath made a friendly agree- 
ment betwixt me and it, and we are in terms of love 
together. If my former miscarriages, and my now 
silent Sabbaths, seem to me to speak wrath from the 
Lord, I dare say it is but Satan borrowing the use 
and loan of my cowardly and feeble apprehensions, 
which start at straws. I know that faith is not so 
faint and foolish as to tremble at every false alarm. 
Yet I gather this out of it: Blessed are they who 
are graced of God to guide a cross well, and, that 
there is some art required therein. I pray God that 
I may not be so ill friendstead, as that Christ my 
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Lord should leave me to be my own tutor, and my 
own physician. Shall I not think that my Lord 
Jesus, who deserveth -His own place very well, will 
take His own place upon Him as it becometh Him, 
and that He will fill His own chair? For in this is 
His office, to comfort us, and those that are casten 
down, in all their tribulations (2 Cor. i. 4). Alas! I 
know that I am a fool to seek a hole or defect in 
Christ’s way with my soul. If I have not a stock to 
present to Christ at His appearance, yet I pray God 
that I may be able, with joy and faith and constancy, 
to show the Captain of my salvation, in that day, a 
bloody head! which I received in His service. How- . 
beit my faith hang by a small tack and thread, I hope 
that the tack shall not break; and, howbeit my Lord 
got no service of me but broken wishes, yet I trust 
that those will be accepted upon Christ’s account. I 
have nothing to comfort me, but that I say, “Oh! 
will the Lord disappoint an hungry on-waiter?” The 
smell of Christ’s wine and apples (which surpass the 
uptaking of dull sense) bloweth upon my soul, and I 
get no more for the meantime. I am sure, that to let 
a famishing body see meat and give him none of it, 
is a double pain. Our Lord’s love is not so cruel as to 
let a poor man see Christ and heaven, and never give 
him more, for want- of money to buy: nay, I rather 
think Christ to be such fair market wares, as buyers 
may have without money and without price. And 
thus I know that it shall not stand upon my want of 
money; for Christ upon His own charges must buy 
my wedding-garment, and redeem the inheritance 
which I have forfeited, and give His word for one the 
like of me, who am not law-biding of myself. Poor 
folks must either borrow or beg from the rich; and 
the only thing that commendeth sinners to Christ is 
1 Any wound. 
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extreme necessity and want. Christ’s love is ready to 
make and provide a ransom, and money for a poor 
body who hath lost his purse. “Ho, ye that have no 
money, come and buy” (Isa. lv. 1), that is the poor 
man’s market. eee 

Now, brother, I see that old crosses would have 
done nothing to me; and, therefore, Christ hath 
taken a new, fresh rod to me, that seemeth to talk 
with my soul! and make metremble. I have more often 
ado now with faith, when I lose my compass and am 
blown on a rock, than those who are my beholders, 
standing upon the shore, are aware of. A counsel 
to a sick man is sooner given than taken. Lord, send 
the wearied man a borrowed bed from Christ! I 
think often that it is after supper with me, and I am 
heavy. Oh, but I would sleep soundly with Christ’s 
left hand under my head, and His right hand em- 
bracing me. The devil could not spill that bed. 
When I consider how tenderly Christ hath cared for 
me in this prison, I think that He hath handled me 
as the bairn that is pitied and bemoaned. I desire no 
more till I be in heaven, but such a feast and fill of 
Christ’s love as I would have; this love would be fair 
and adorning passments which would beautify and set 
forth my black, unpleasant cross. I cannot tell, my 
dear brother, what a great load I would bear, if I had 
a hearty fill of the love of that lovely One, Christ 
Jesus. Oh, if ye would seek and pray for that to 
me! I would give Christ all his love-styles and titles 
of honour, if He would give me but this; nay, I 
would sell myself, if I could, for that love. 

I have been waiting to see what friends of place and 
power would do for us. But when the Lord looseneth 
the pins of His own tabernacle, He will have Himself 
to be acknowledged as the only builder-up thereof ; 

1 See the first paragraph in this letter. 
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and, therefore, I would take back again my hope that 
I lent and laid in pawn in men’s hands, and give it 
wholly to Christ. It. is no time for me now to set up 
idols of my own. It were a pity to give an ounce- 
weight of hope to any besides Christ. I think Him 
well worthy of all my hope, though it were as weighty 
as both heaven and earth. Happy were I if I had 
anything that Christ would seek or accept of; but 
now, alas! I see not what service I can do to Him, 
except it be to talk a little, and babble upon a piece 
of paper, concerning the love of Christ. J am often 
as if my faith were wadset, so that I cannot command 
it; and then, when He hideth Himself, I run to the 
other extreme, in making each wing and toe of my 
case as big as a mountain of iron; and then misbelief 
can spin out an hell of heavy and desponding thoughts. 
Then Christ seeketh law-burrows of my unbelieving 
apprehensions, and chargeth me to believe His day- 
light at midnight. But I make pleas with Christ, 
though it be ill my common! so todo. It were my 
happiness, when I am in this house-of-wine and when 
I find a feast-day, if I could ‘‘hearken, and hear for 
the time to come” (Isa. xlii. 23). But I see that we 
must be off our feet in wading a deep water; and 
then Christ’s love findeth timeous employment, at 
such a dead -lift as that; and, besides, after broken 
brows, bairns learn to walk more circumspectly. If I 
come to heaven any way, howbeit like a tired traveller 
upon my Guide’s shoulder, it is good enough for those 
who have no legs of their own for such a journey. I 
never thought there had been need of so much wrestling 
to win to the top of that steep mountain, as now I find. 

Wo is me for this broken and backsliding Church ! 
It is like an old bowing wall, leaning to the one side, 
and there are none of all her sons who will set a prop 

1 Perhaps we should read; ‘‘ though it ill becometh me.” 
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under her. I know that I need not bemoan Christ ; 
for He careth for His own honour more than I can 
do; but who can blame me to be wo (if I had grace 
so to be) to see my Well - beloved’s fair face spitted 
upon, and His own crown plucked off His head, and the 
ark of God taken and carried in the Philistines’ cart, 
and the kine put to carry it, which will let it fall 
to the ground? The Lord put to His own helping 
hand! I would desire you to prepare yourself for a 
fight with beasts (L. Cor. xv. 32): ye will not get 
leave to steal quietly to heaven, in Christ’s company, 
without a conflict and a cross. 

Remember my bonds; and praise my Second, and 
Fellow-prisoner, Christ. Grace be with you. 


Yours in Christ Jesus his Lord, S. BR: 


ABERDEEN, 1637. 


To Joun Gorpon, at Rusco.! 


(HEAVEN HARD TO BE WON—MANY COME SHORT 
IN ATTAINING—IDOL SINS TO BE RENOUNCED 
—LIKENESS TO CHRIST.) 


Dear Broruer,—I earnestly desire to know the 
ease of your soul, and to understand that ye have 
made sure work of heaven and salvation. 

1. Remember, salvation is one of Christ’s dainties 


He giveth but to a few. 
2. That it is violent sweating and striving that taketh 


heaven. 


1 This seems to have been the letter referred to by Mrs. Veitch, 
wife of Mr. William Veitch, minister of Dumfries, when she says ; 
“One day, having been at prayer, and coming into the room, 
where one was reading a letter of Mr. Rutherford’s (then only in 
MS.), directed to one John Gordon of Rusco, giving an account 
how far one might go, and yet prove a hypocrite and miss heaven, 
it occasioned great exercise to me” (Memoir of the Life of Mrs, 
William Veitch, p. 1). 
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3. That it cost Christ’s blood to purchase that house 
to sinners, and to set mankind down as the King’s 
free tenants and freeholders. 

4, That many make a start toward heaven who 
fall on their back, and win not up to the top of the 


} mount. It plucketh heart and legs from them, and 


they sit down and give it over, because the devil 
setteth a sweet-smelled flower to their nose (this fair 
busked world), wherewith they are bewitched, and so 
forget or refuse to go forward. 

5. Remember, many go far on and reform many 
things, and can find tears, as Esau did; and suffer 
hunger for truth, as Judas did; and wish and desire 
the end of the righteous, as Balaam did; and profess 
fair, and fight for the Lord, as Saul did; and desire 
the saints of God to pray for them, as Pharaoh and 
Simon Magus did; and prophesy and speak of Christ, 
as Caiaphas did; and walk softly and mourn for fear 
of judgments, as Ahab did; and put away gross sins 
and idolatry, as Jehu did; and hear the Word of God 
gladly, and reform their life in many things according 
to the Word, as Herod did; and say to Christ, 
“Master, I will follow Thee whithersoever Thou 
goest,” as the man who offered to be Christ’s servant 
(Matt. viii. 19); and may taste of the virtues of the 
life to come, and be partaker of the wonderful gifts 
of the Holy Spirit, and taste of the good Word of 
God, as the apostates who sin against the Holy 
Ghost (Heb. vi). And yet all these are but like 
gold in clink and colour, and watered brass, and 
base metal. These are written that we should try 
ourselves, and not rest till we be a step nearer Christ 
than sunburnt and withering professors can come. 

6. Consider, it is impossible that your idol-sins and 
ye can go to heaven together; and that they who will 
not part with these can, indeed, love Christ at the 
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bottom but only in word and show, which will not do 
the business. 

7. Remember, how swiftly God’s post time flieth 
away ; and that your forenoon is already spent, your 
afternoon will come, and then your evening, and at 
last night, when ye cannot see to work. Let your 
heart be set upon finishing of your journey, and sum- 
ming and laying your accounts with your Lord. Oh 
how blessed shall ye be to have a joyful welcome of 
your Lord at night! How blessed are they who, in 
time, take sure course with their souls! Bless His 
great name for what you possess in goods and children, 
ease and worldly contentment, that He hath given 
you ; and seek to be like Christ in humility and lowli- 
ness of mind. And be not great and entire with the 
world. Make it not your god, nor your lover that ye 
trust unto, for it will deceive you. 

I recommend Christ and His love to you, in all 
things; let Him have the flower of your heart and 
your love. Set a low price upon all things but Christ, 
and ery down in your thoughts clay and dirt, that 
will not comfort you when ye get summons to remove, 
and compear before your Judge to answer for all the 
deeds done in the body. The Lord give you wisdom 
in all things. I beseech you sanctify God in your 
speaking, for holy and reverend is His name; and be 
temperate and sober. Companionry with the bad is 
a sin, that holdeth many out of heaven. 

I will not believe that you will receive the ministry 
of a stranger, who will preach a new and uncouth 
doctrine to you. Let my salvation stand for it, if I 
delivered not the plain and whole counsel of God to 
you in His Word. Read this letter to your wife, and 
remember my love to her, and request her to take 
heed to do what I write to you. I pray for you and 
yours. Remember me in your prayers to our Lord, 


8 
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that He would be pleased to send me amongst you 
again. Grace be with you. 


Your lawful and loving pastor, 8. R. 
ABERDEEN, 1637. 


To his Reverend and Dear Brother, Mr. Davin 
Dickson, on the Death of his Son. 


(GOD'S SOVEREIGNTY, AND DISCIPLINE BY 
AFFLICTION.) 


REVEREND AND Dear Brotuer,—Ye look like the 
house whereof ye are a branch: the cross is a part of 
the liferent that lieth to all the sons of the house. I 
desire to suffer with you, if I could take a lift of your 
house-trial off you; but ye have preached it ere I 
knew anything of God. Your Lord may gather His 
roses, and shake His apples, at what season of the 
year He pleaseth. Each husbandman cannot make 
harvest when he pleaseth, as He can do. Ye are 


“taught to know and adore His sovereignty, which He 


exerciseth over you, which yet is lustred with mercy. 
The child hath but changed a bed in the garden, and 
is planted up higher, nearer the sun, where he shall 
thrive better than in this outfield muir-ground. Ye 
must think your Lord would not want him one hour 
longer; and since the date of your loan of him was 
expired (as it is, if ye read the lease), let Him have 
His own with gain, as good reason were. I read on 
it an exaltation and a richer measure of grace, as the 
sweet fruit of your cross; and I am bold to say, that 
that college where your Master hath set you now shall 
find it. 

I am content that Christ is so homely with my dear 
brother David Dickson, as to borrow and lend, and 
take and give with him. - And ye know what are 
called the visitations of such a friend: it is, Come to 
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the house, and be homely with what is yours. I 
persuade myself, upon His credit, that He hath left 
drink-money, and that He hath made the house the 
better of Him. I envy! not His waking love, who 
saw that this water was to be passed through, and 
that now the number of crosses lying in your way to 
glory are fewer by one than when I saw you, They 
must decrease. It is better than any -ancient or 


modern commentary on your text, that ye preach upon: 


in Glasgow. Read and spell right, for He knoweth what 
He doeth. He is only lopping and snedding a fruitful 
tree, that it may be more fruitful. I congratulate 
heartily with you His new welcome to your new charge. 

Dearest brother, go on, and faint not. Something 
of yours is in heaven, beside the flesh of your exalted 
Saviour; and ye go on after your own. Time’s 
thread is shorter by one inch than it was. An oath 
is sworn and past the seals, whether afflictions will or 
not, ye must grow, and swell out of your shell, and 
live, and triumph, and reign, and be more than a 
conqueror. For your Captain, who leadeth you on, 
is more than conqueror, and He maketh you partaker 
of His conquest and victory. Did not love to you 
compel me, I would not fetch water to the well, and 
speak to one who knoweth better than I can do what 
God is doing with him. 

Remember my love to your wife, to Mr John,” and 
allfriends there. Let us be helped by your prayers, for 


T cease not to make mention of you to the Lord, as I can. 


Grace be with you. 
Yours in his sweet Lord Jesus, Sis 


Sr. ANDREWS, May 28, 1640. 


1 Read ‘‘envy not,” that is, fret not at His love, which is fully 


awake to what it is doing. = 
2Dickson’s eldest son, who became Clerk to the Exchequer of 


Scotland. 
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To Acnes Macmatu, on the Death of a Child. 
(REASON FOR RESIGNATION.) 


Dear Sister,—If our Lord hath taken away your 
child, your lease of him is expired; and seeing that 
Christ would want him no longer, it is your part to 
hold your peace, and worship and adore the sovereignty 
and liberty that the Potter hath over the clay, and 
pieces of clay-nothings, that He gave life unto. And 
what is man to call and summon the Almighty to His 
lower court down here ? “‘ for He giveth account of none 
of His doings.” And if ye will take the loan of a child, 
and give him back again to our Lord laughing (as His 
borrowed goods should return to Him), believe that 
he is not gone away, but sent before; and that the 
change of the country should make you think, that 
he is not lost to you who is found to Christ, and that 
he is now before you; and that the dead in Christ 
shall be raised again. A going-down star is not 
annihilated, but shall appear again. If he hath 
casten his bloom and flower, the bloom is fallen in 
heaven, into Christ’s lap. And as he was lent a 
while to time, so is he given now to eternity, which 
will take yourself. The difference of your shipping 
and his to heaven and Christ’s shore, the land of life, 
is only in some few years, which weareth every day 
shorter; and some short and soon-reckoned summers 
will give you a meeting with him. But what! With 
him? Nay, but with a better company; with the 
Chief and Leader of the heavenly troops, that are 
riding on white horses, that are triumphing in glory. 

If death were a sleep that had no wakening, we 
might sorrow: but our Husband shall quickly be at 
the bedsides of all that lie sleeping in the grave, and 
shall raise their mortal bodies. Christ was death’s 
Cautioner, who gave His word to come and loose all 
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the clay-pawns, and set them at His own right hand ; 
and our Cautioner, Christ, hath an act of law-surety 
upon death, to render back his captives. And that 
Lord Jesus, who knoweth the turnings and windings 
that are in that black trance of death, hath numbered 
all the steps of the stair up to heaven. He knoweth 
how long the turnpike is, or how many pair of stairs 
high it is; for He ascended that way Himself: “TI 
was dead and am alive” (Rev. i. 18). And now He 
liveth at the right hand of God, and His garments 
have not so much as a smell of death. 

Your afflictions smell of the children’s case; the 
bairns of the house are so nurtured (Heb. xii. 6, 7, 8). 
And suffering is no new life, it is but the rent of the 
sons; bastards have not so much of the rent. Take 
kindly and heartsomely with His cross, who never 
yet slew a child with the cross. He breweth your 
cup: therefore, drink it patiently and with the better 
will, Stay and wait on, till Christ loose the knot 
that fasteneth His cross on your back; for He is 
coming to deliver. And I pray you, sister, learn to 
be worthy of His pains who correcteth. And let Him 
wring, and be ye washen; for He hath a Father’s 
heart, and a Father’s hand, who is training you up, 
and making you meet for the high hall. This school 
of suffering is a preparation for the King’s higher 
house ; and let all your visitations speak all the letters 
of your Lord’s summons. They cry—l. “O vain 
world!” 2. “O bitter sin!” 3. “O short and 
uncertain time!” 4. “O fair eternity that is above 
sickness and death!” 5. “O kingly and _ princely 
Bridegroom, hasten glory’s marriage, shorten time’s 
short-spun and soon-broken thread, and conquer sin !” 
6. ‘“O happy and blessed death, that golden bridge 
laid over by Christ my Lord, between time’s clay- 
banks and heaven’s shore!” And the Spirit and the 
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Bride say, “Come!” and answer ye with them, 
“Even so, come, Lord Jesus! come quickly!” 
Grace be with you. 


Your brother in his sweet Lord Jesus, S. R. 
St, ANDREWS, Oct. 15, 1640. 


To Mistress Taytor, on her Son’s Death. (Her Son 
was a Parishioner of Mr. Blair.) 


(SUGGESTIONS FOR COMFORT UNDER SORROW.) 


Misrress,—Grace, mercy, and peace be to you. 
Though I have no relation worldly or acquaintance 
with you, yet (upon the testimony and importunity 
of your elder son now at London, where I am, but 
chiefly because I esteem Jesus Christ in you to be in 
place of all relations) I make bold, in Christ, to speak 
my poor thoughts to you concerning your son lately 
fallen asleep in the Lord, who was sometime under 
the ministry of the worthy servant of Christ, my 
fellow-labourer, Mr. Blair, by whose ministry I hope 
he reaped no small advantage. I know that grace 
rooteth not out the affections of a mother, but putteth 
them on His wheel who maketh all things new, that 
they may be refined: therefore, sorrow for a dead 
child is allowed to you, though by measure and ounce- 
weights. The redeemed of the Lord have not a 
dominion, or lordship, over their sorrow and other 
affections, to lavish out Christ’s goods at their pleasure. 
“For ye are not your own, but bought with a price” ; 
and your sorrow is not your own. Nor hath He 
redeemed you by halves; and, therefore, ye are not 
to make Christ’s cross no cross. He commandeth you 
to weep: and that princely One, who took up to 
heaven with Him a man’s heart to be a compassionate 
High Priest, became your fellow and companion on 
earth by weeping for the dead (John xi. 35). And, 
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therefore, ye are to love that cross, because it was 
once at Christ’s shoulders before you: so that by His 
own practice He hath over-gilded and covered your 
cross with the Mediator’s lustre. The cup ye drink 
was at the lip of sweet Jesus, and He drank of it; 
and so it hath a smell of His breath, and I conceive 
that ye love it not the worse that it is thus sugared. 
Therefore, drink, and believe the resurrection of your 
son’s body. If one coal of hell could fall off the 
exalted head, Jesus (Jesus the Prince of the kings of 
the earth !), and burn me to ashes, knowing I were 
a partner with Christ, and a fellow-sharer with Him 
(though the unworthiest of men), I think that I 
should die a lovely death in that fire with Him. The 
worst things of Christ, even His cross, have much of 
heaven from Himself; and so hath your Christian 
sorrow, being of kin to Christ in that kind. If your 
sorrow were a bastard (and not of Christ’s house 
because of the relation ye have to Him, in conformity 
to His death and sufferings), I should the more 
compassionate your condition; but the kind and 
compassionate Jesus, at every sigh you give for the 
loss of your now glorified child (so I believe, as is 
meet), with a man’s heart crieth, ‘‘ Half mine.” 

I was not a witness to his death, being called out 
of the kingdom ; but, if you will credit those whom I 
do credit (and I dare not lie), he died comfortably. 
It is true, he died before he did so much service to 
Christ on earth, as I hope and heartily desire that 
your son Mr. Hugh (very dear to me in Jesus Christ) 
will do. But that were a real matter of sorrow if this 
were not to counterbalance it, that he hath changed 
service-houses, but hath not changed services or Master. 
“ And there shall be no more curse; but the throne 


of God and of the Lamb shall be in it; and His 


servants shall serve Him” (Rey. xxii. 3). What he 
ee Noes ted 
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could have done in this lower house, he is now upon 
that same service in the higher house; and it is all 
one: it is the same service and the same Master, only 
there is a change of conditions. And ye are not to 
think it a bad bargain for your beloved son, where 
he hath gold for copper and brass, eternity for 
time. 

I believe that Christ hath taught you (for I give 
credit to such a witness of you as your son Mr. Hugh) 
not to sorrow because he died. All the knot must be, 
“He died too soon, he died too young, he died in the 
morning of his life.” This is all; but sovereignty 
must silence your thoughts. I was in your condition ; 
I had but two children, and both are dead since I 
came hither.! The supreme and absolute Former of 
all things giveth not an account of any of His matters. 
The good Husbandman may pluck His roses, and 
gather in His lilies at midsummer, and, for aught I 
dare say, in the beginning of the first summer month ; 
and He may transplant young trees out of the lower 
ground to the higher, where they may have more of 
the sun, and a more free air, at any season of the year. 
What is that to you or me? The goods are His own. 
The Creator of time and winds did a merciful injury 
(if I dare borrow the word) to nature, in landing the 
passenger so early. They love the sea too well who 
complain of a fair wind, and a desirable tide, and a 
speedy coming ashore, especially a coming ashore in 
that land where all the inhabitants have everlasting 
joy upon their heads. He cannot be too early in 
heaven. His twelve hours were not short hours. 
And withal if ye consider this; had ye been at his 
bedside, and should have seen Christ coming to him, 

1 He had lost two children before going to London, and the 


above is in reference to the death of other two after he came 
thither, : q 
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ye would not, ye could not, have adjourned Christ’s 
free love, who would want him no longer. 

And dying in another land, where his mother 
could anges his eyes, is not much. Who closed 
Moses’ eyes? And who put on his winding -sheet? 
For aught I know, neither father, nor mother, nor 
friend, but God only. And there is as expeditious, 
fair, and easy a way betwixt Scotland and heaven, as 
if he had died in the very bed he was born in. The 
whole earth is his Father’s; any corner of his Father’s 
house is good enough to die in. 

It may be that the living child (I speak not of Mr. 
Hugh) is more grief to you than the dead. Ye are to 
wait on, if at any time God will give him repentance. 
Christ waited as long possibly on you and me, certainly 
longer on me; and if He should deny repentance to 
him, I could say something to that. But I hope 
better things of him. 

It seemeth that Christ will have this world your 
stepdame. I love not your condition the worse. It 
may be a proof that ye are nota child of this lower 
house, but a stranger. Christ seeth it not good only, 
but your only good, to be led thus to heaven. And 
think this a favour, that He hath bestowed on you 
free, free grace, that is, mercy without hire: ye paid 
nothing for it. And who can put a price upon 
anything of royal and princely Jesus Christ? And 
God hath given to you to suffer for Him the spoiling 
of your goods. Esteem it as an act of free grace also. 
Ye are no loser, having Himself; and I persuade 
myself, that if ye could prize Christ, nothing could be 
bitter to you. 

Grace, grace be with you. 


Your brother and well-wisher, S. RB. 


Lonpon, 1645, 
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To a Christian Brother, on the Death of his Daughter. 


(CONSOLATION IN HER HAVING GONE BEFORE 
—CHRIST THE BEST HUSBAND.) 


REVEREND AND BELOVED IN THE Lorp,—It may be 
that I have been too long silent, but I hope that ye 
will not impute it to forgetfulness of you. 

As I have heard of the death of your daughter with 
heaviness of mind on your behalf, so am I much com- 
forted that she hath evidenced to yourself and other 
witnesses the hope of the resurrection of the dead. As 
sown corn is not lost (for there is more hope of that 
which is sown than of that which is eaten) (1 Cor. xv. 
42, 43), so also is it in the resurrection of the dead : 
the body “is sown in corruption, it is raised in incor- 
ruption ; it is sown in dishonour, it is raised in glory.” 
I hope that ye wait for the crop and harvest; “ for if 
we believe that Jesus died and rose again, even so 


~them also which sleep in Jesus will God bring with 


Hin” Qi Thee. in 14). Then they are not lost who 
are gathered into that congregation of the first-born, 
and the general assembly of the saints. Though we 
cannot outrun nor overtake them that are gone before, 
yet we shall quickly follow them ; and the difference 
is, that she hath the advantage of some months or 
years of the crown before you and her mother. As 
we do not take it ill if our children outrun us in the 
life of grace, why then are we sad if they outstrip us 
in the attainment of the life of glory? It would seem 
that there is more reason to grieve that children live 
behind us, than that they are glorified and die before 
us. All the difference is in some poor hungry accidents 
of time, less or more, sooner or later. So the godly 
child, though young, died an hundred years old; and 
ye could not now have bestowed her better, though 
the choice was Christ’s, not yours, 


: LETTERS OF SAMUEL RUTHERFORD 123 


And I am sure, Sir, ye cannot now say that she is 
married against the will of her parents. She might 
more readily, if alive, fall into the hands of a worse 
husband ; but can ye think that she could have fallen 
into the hands of a better? Andif Christ marry with 
your house, it is your honour, not any cause of grief, 
that Jesus should portion any of yours, ere she enjoy 
your portion. Is it not great love? The patrimony is 
more than any other could give; as good a husband is 
impossible ; to say a better is blasphemy. The King 
and Prince of ages can keep them better than ye can 
do. While she was alive, ye could entrust her to 
Christ, and recommend her to His keeping; now, by 
an after-faith, ye have resigned her unto Him in whose 
bosom do sleep all that are dead in the Lord. Ye 
would have lent her to glorify the Lord upon earth, 
and He hath borrowed her (with promise to restore 
her again) (1 Cor. xv. 53; 1 Thess. iv. 15, 16) to be 
an organ of the immediate glorifying of Himself in 
heaven. Sinless glorifying of God is better than sinful 
glorifying of Him. And sure your prayers concerning 
her are fulfilled. I shall desire, if the Lord shall be 
pleased the same way to dispose of her mother, that 
ye have the same mind. Christ cannot multiply 
injuries upon you. If the fountain be the love of 
God (as I hope it is), ye are enriched with losses. 

Ye knew all I can say better, before I was in Christ, 
than I can express it. Grace be with you. 


Yours in Christ Jesus, S. R. 
Lonpon, Jan. 6, 1646. 


SAMUEL RUTHERFORD’S LAST WORDS 


(BY MRS, COUSIN.) 


Tue sands of time are sinking, 
The dawn of heaven breaks, 
The summer morn I’ve sighed for, 
The fair sweet morn awakes: 
Dark, dark hath been the midnight, 
But dayspring is at hand, 
And glory—glory dwelleth 
In Immanuel’s land. 


Oh! well it is for ever, 
Oh! well for evermore, 
My nest hung in no forest 
Of all this death-doom’d shore: 
Yea, let the vain world vanish, 
As from the ship the strand, 
While glory—glory dwelleth 
In Immanuel’s land. 


There the Red Rose of Sharon 
Unfolds its heartsome bloom, 
And fills the air of heaven 
With ravishing perfume :— 
Oh! to behold it blossom, 
While by its fragrance fann’d 
Where glory—glory dwelleth 


In Immanuel’s land. 
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The King there in His beauty, 
Without a veil, is seen: 

It were a well-spent journey, 
Though seven deaths lay between. 

The Lamb, with His fair army, 
Doth on Mount Zion stand, 

And glory—glory dwelleth 
In Immanuel’s land. 


Oh! Christ He is the Fountain, 
The deep sweet well of love! 
The streams on earth I’ve tasted, 
More deep I'll drink above: 

There, to an ocean fulness, 
His mercy doth expand, 
And glory—glory dwelleth 

In Immanuel’s land. 


Fen Anwoth was not heaven— 
E’en preaching was not Christ ; 
And in my sea-beat prison 
My Lord and I held tryst: 
And aye my murkiest storm-cloud 
Was by a rainbow spann’d, 
Caught from. the glory dwelling 
In Immanuel’s land. 


But that He built a heaven 
Of His surpassing love, 

A little New Jerusalem, 
Like to the one above,— 

“ Lord, take me o’er the water,” 
Had been my. loud demand, 
“Take me to love’s own country, 

Unto Immanuel’s land.” 
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But flowers need night’s cool darkness 
The moonlight and the dew; 

So Christ, from one who loved it, 
His shining oft withdrew; _ 

And then for cause of absence, 
My troubled soul I scann’d— 

But glory, shadeless, shineth 
In Immanuel’s land. 


The little birds of Anwoth 
I used to count them blest,— 
Now, beside happier altars 
I go to build my nest: 
O’er these there broods no silence, 
No graves around them stand, 
For glory, deathless, dwelleth 
In Immanuel’s land. 


Fair Anwoth by the Solway, 
To me thou still art dear! 
E’en from the verge of heaven 
I drop for thee a tear. 
Oh! if one soul from Anwoth 
Meet me at God’s right hand, 
My heaven will be two heavens, 
In Immanuel’s land. 


I have wrestled on towards heaven, 
’Gainst storm, and wind, and tide:— 
Now, like a weary traveller, 
That leaneth on his guide, 
Amid the shades of evening, 
While sinks life’s ling’ring sand, 
I hail the glory dawning 
From Immanuel’s land. 
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Deep waters cross’d life’s pathway, 
The hedge of thorns was sharp ; 
Now these lie all behind me— 
Oh! for a well-tuned harp! 
Oh! to join Halleluiah 
With yon triumphant band, 
Who sing, where glory dwelleth, 
In Immanuel’s land. 


With mercy and with judgment 
My web of time He wove, 
And aye the dews of sorrow 
Were lustred with His love. 
Ill bless the hand that guided, 
I'll bless the heart that plann’d, 
When throned where glory dwelleth 
In Immanuel’s land. 


Soon shall the cup of glory 
Wash down earth’s bitterest woes, 
Soon shall the desert-briar 
Break into Eden’s rose: 
The curse shall change to blessing— 
The name on earth that’s bann’d, 
Be graven on the white stone 
In Immanuel’s land, 


Oh! I am my Belovéd’s, 
And my Beloved is mine! 
He brings a poor vile sinner 
Into His “ House of wine.” 
I stand upon His merit, 
I know no other stand, 
Not e’en where glory dwelleth 
In Immanuel’s land. 
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I shall sleep sound in Jesus, 
Fill’d with His likeness rise, 
To live and to adore Him, 
To see Him with these eyes. 
’Tween me and resurrection 
But paradise doth stand ; 
Then—then for glory dwelling 
In Immanuel’s land! 


The Bride eyes not her garment, 
But her dear Bridegroom’s face ; 
I will not gaze at glory, 
But on my King of Grace— 
Not at the crown He gifteth, 
But on His piercéd hand; 
The Lamb is all the glory 
Of Immanuel’s land. 


I have borne scorn and hatred, 

I have borne wrong and shame, 
Earth’s proud ones have reproach’d me, 
For Christ’s thrice blessed name :— 

Where God His seal set fairest 
They’ve stamp’d their foulest brand ; 
But judgment shines like noonday 
In Immanuel’s land. 


They’ve summoned me before them, 
But there I may not come,— 

My Lord says, ‘Come up hither,” 
My Lord says, ‘“‘ Welcome home!” 
My kingly King, at His white throne, 

My presence doth command, 
Where glory—glory dwelleth 
In Immanuel’s land. 
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